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PREFACE 


% 


TO THE 


READER. 


Hen I was prevail d upon to make 
VY aThird Publication of theſe Poems 

with ſome Additions, it was told 
me, That without a Preface the Book would 
be unfaſhiouable ; Univerſal Cuſtom had 
made it a Debt, and in this Ape the Bill of 
Fair was as neceſſary as the Entertainment. 
* To be Civil therefore, and to comply with Ex- 
pectation, inſtead of an elaborate Harangue 
in Commendation of the Art in general, or 


what, and how many Qualifications g0 to the 
| A 4 making 


T he Preface 


making up of a Poct in particular, and with- 
out ſuch artificial Imbelliſhments as uſe to be 
the Ornament of Prefaces, as Sayings of Phi- 
lopners, Ends of Verſes, Greek, Latin, 
Hungarian, French, Welch, or Italian, 
Be it known unto the Reade?, That tn my poor 
Opinion Poctry ha's a very near Reſemblanite 
to the modern Experiment of the Ambling- 
Saddle; It's a good Invention for ſmoothing 
the Trott of Profe; That's the Mechani- 
cal uſe of it. But Phyſically it gives pre- 
ſent Faſe to the Pains of the Mind, contra##- 
ed by violent S urfeit of elther good or bad U- 
ſage in the World, To be ſerious, "tis an In- 
nocent Help to Sham a Man's time when it 
les on his bands and his Fancy can Reliſh na- 
thing elſe. I ſpeak but my own Experience, 
when any Accident hath either pleas d or 


wexd me beyond my power of expreſſing ei- 
ther 


to the Reader. 

ther niy Satisfation or Indignation in down- 
right Profe, I found it ſeaſonable for Rhitn- 
Ing ; and I believe from what follows it may 
be diſcern'd when twas Fair Weather, when 
Changeable, and whentbe Quickſilver fell 
down to Storm and Tempelt. As to the 
| Meaſures obſervd by me, T always took a pecu- 
| Hrardelight in the Pindariqu” ſtrain, and that 
1 - for two Reaſons, Firſt, it gave me a liberty 
| row and then to corref the ſaucy forwardneſs 
of 4 Rhine, and to Jay it aſide till Thad a 
mind to admit It ; And ſecondly, if my Senſe 
fell at any time too ſhort for my Stanza, (and 
it will often happen ſo in Verſifying) I had 
then opportunity to fill it up with a Metaphor 
little to the purpoſe, and (upon occaſion) 0 
run that Metaphor flark. mad into an Alle- 
gory, a praflice very frequent and of admi- 
rable ' uſe amongſt the Moderns, eſpecially 


the 


The Preface 


the Noblcſs of the Faculty. But in good earn- 
eft, as to the Subjects, which came in my way 
to write upon, I muſt declare that T have cho- 
ſen only ſuch as might be treated within the 
Rules of Decency, and without offence either 
zo Religion or good Manners. The Cau- 
tion T receiv'd (by Tradition) from the Incom- 
parable Mr. Cowley, and him I muſt ever 
acknowledge but to imitate, if any of the en- 
ſuing Copies may deſerve the name of Good 
or Indiffterent. I have not vanity enough to 
preſcribe how a Muſe ought to be Courted, and 
I want leizare to borrow from ſome Treatiſes I 
have ſeen, which look like ſo many Acade- 
nues of Compliments for that purpoſe. I 
have known a man, who when he was about to 
write would ſcrew bis face into more diſguiſes 
than Scaramucluo, or a Quaker at a Meet- 


ing when bis Turn came to mount ; his breaſt 
| beav'd, 


to the Reader. 


 heav'd, his hair flood on end, his eyes flard, 

and the whole man was diſorder d; and truly 
when he had done, any body at firſt reading 
would conclude that at the time he made 
them he was poſſeſs t with an evil Spirit, 

Another that ſeem'd like Noſtradamus 
(when the Whim took him in the head to Pro- 
phecy), he Jate upon his Divining Tripos, 
his elbow on his knee, his Lamp by his ſide, 
all the avenues of light ſtopp d,full of expeta- 
tion when the little faint flame ſhould fleal 
in through a creviſs of the Shutters ; This 
Gentleman indeed writ extreme Melancho- 
ly Madrigals. I have had the happineſs to 
hear of a Third too., whoſe whole life was 
Poetical, he was a Walking Poem, and his 
way was this ; finding that the fall #f the 
Leaf was already upon him, and prudently 


foreſeeing that in the Winter of his old Age he 
might 


The Preface 
»might poſſibly want Fodder, he carried always 
about him one of Rairnund' Lully's Repo- 
ſitofies ; 4 piece of Mathematical Paper, 
and in what Company ſoewer he came, the 
Spoon was always ready for the Civet-Cat, 
nothing ſcap't him that fell from a Wit : At 
nioht his cuftom was to digeſt all that he had. 
pirated that Day; under proper Heads ; This 
was his Arſenal , his inexhauſtible Maga- 
zine, ſo that upon occaſion he had no more 
to do, than to give a ſnap, or two to his Nails; 
a rub or two upon the ſutures of his Head, to 
turn over his Hint-Book; and the Matter 
was at hand, his buſineſs (after that piece 
of Legerdemain) was only Tacking, and 
Tagging * I never ſaw but One of this Au- 
thor's Compoſitions, and really It troubled 
me, becauſe It put me in mind, how much 


time I had miſpeit in Coffee-Houſes, for there 


was 


ta the Reader. 


was nothing in It, but what I could find a Fa- 
ther for There ; Nay (with a little recollefi- 
on, ) aman might name moſt of the. Birds 
from whence he had pluckt bis Feathers. 
Some thers are that Beſc eech, Others that 
Hefor their Muſes : Some that Diet their 
Pegaſus, give bim his Heats and Ayrings 
| for the Courſe ; Others that eudequour ta [tap 
up his broke wind with Medicinal Ale aud 
Biſquet : But theſe for the moſt part are men 
of Induſtry ; Rhiming is their proper Buſi- 
neſs,they are fain to labour hard, and uſe much 
Artifice for 4 poor Livelybood, Iwith em | good 
Trading, IT profeſs I never had deſign tobe 
wmcorporated into the Society ; my utmoſt End 
was meerly for Diverſion of my ſelf, and a few 
Friends whom I very well love : and if the 
queſtion ſhould be ask'd why theſe Produfions 
are expos'd, I may truly ſay, T could not help 


i; 


The Preface. 
it , One unluck y Copy, like a Bellweather,ſtole 
from me into the Common, ' and the reft of 
the Flock took their opportunity to leave the 
Encloſure. If Tmight be proud of any thing, 
it ſbould be the firſt Copy of the Book, but 
therein I had the greateſt advantage given 
me that any Noble Subjef could afford. And 
ſo much for Preface and Poetry, till ſome 
very powerful Star ſhall over-rule * pre- 


ſent Reſolution. 


1+ For though we have been gratifi'd 'tis true, 


ON THE 
EXCELLENI POEMS. 
OF MY 


Moſt Worthy Friend, 


Trxomas FLATMAN. 


Mr. 

| YV Ou happy Iſke of a happy Wit, 
As ever yet in charming numbers writ, 

Welcome into the Light, and may we be 

Worthy ſo happy a Poſterity. 

| Welong have wiſh't for ſomething excellent; 

But ne're till now knew rightly what-it meant: - 


From ſeveral hands with things bbth fine and new, 
The Wits muſt pardon me, if I profeſs, 

That *till this time the over-teeming preſs 
| Ne're ſet out Poeſy in ſo true a dreſs : 

| Noris it all, to have a ſhare of Wit, 

" There muſt be judgment 100 to manage it ; 


A 3 


For Fancy's like a rough, but teady Ho#ſe, (force; 
Whoſe mouth is govern'd more by s&il{ than 
Wherein (my Friend) you doa Maiſtry own, 

If not particular to you alone ; 

Yet ſuch at leaſt as to all eyes declares 

Your Tegaſns the beſt performs his Ayres. 

Your Ayſe can humour all hex $ybjets{q, 

That as we read we dq both feet and know ; 

And the moſt firm 1mppenetrable breaſt 


 Withthe ſame paſſion that 5ou writ*s poſlelt. 


Your Lines are Rules, which who ſhall well obs 
Shall eyen in their errors praiſe deſerve: (ſepye 
The boyling youth, whoſe Blood is all on fire, 
Puſh't on by Vanity , and hot defire, 

May learn ſuch condu@ here, men may approve 
And not excuſe, but even applaud his love. 

Ovid, who age an ARF of what to alt 

Is in it ſelf but 700 t00 natural, 

Had he but read your Verſe, might there have ſeert 
The {ile of which his Precepts thould have been ; 
And (which it ſeems he knew not) learnt fioah 
To reconcile fra:ilty with Innocence, (thence 


T he 


And never be debaucht but better bred ; 
For without /ove, Beauty would bear no price, 
And dulneſs, than deſire's a greater vice : 
Tour greater ſubjetFs with ſuch force are writ 
So full of Sinewy ſtrength, as well as wit, 
That when you are Religious, our Divines 
May emulate, but not reprove your L:es. 
And when you reaſon,zhere the learned Crew 
May learn to ſpeculate, and ſpeak from yozz; 
Tou no Prophane, no obſcene language uſe 

To ſmut your Paper or defile your Muſe, 

. Tour gayeſt things, as well expreFF, as meant 
Are equally both Queznr, and Innocent. 

But your Pindarique Odes indeed are fuch 
That P:znaar's Lyre from his own skilful touch, 
Ne're yielded ſuch an Harmony, nor yet 
Verſe keep ſuch time on ſo unequal feet. 
So by his own generous confeſſion 

Great Taſſo by Guarini was out done : 
And (which in Copying ſeldom does belal.) 
The Eype's better than th' Or:g:in2/. 


A 


The Love you write, Virgins and Boyes may read, 


But whilſt your Fame T labour to ſend forth, 
By the ill-doing it I cloud your worth, 
In ſomething all mankind unhappy are, 
And you as mortal too muſt have your ſhare ; 
*Tis your misfortune to have found a Friend, 
Who hurts & injures where he would commend, 
But let 7b# be your comfort, that your Bayes 


Shall fowriſh green, mauger an il] couch't Praiſe. 


CHARLES COTTON. 


T O 


ro ur 
FRIEN D 
Mr. THOMAS FLAT MAN 


upon the Public ation of his 
i 


A* when a Prznce his Standard do's erect 
And calls his Subjects to the Field, 
From fuch as early take his ſide, 
And readily obedience yield, 
He is inſtruted where he may ſuſpeR, 
And where he ſafely may conhide ; 
So mighty Friend / 
That you may ſee 
A pertect evidence of Loyalty, 
No butfineſs I pretend ; 


From all th* Incumbrances of humane lite, 
a 2 From 


From nouriſhing the ſinful peoples ſtrife, 
And the increaſing weakneſles of Age. 


IT. 


Domeſtique Care, the Minds Incurable Diſcaſe 
I am reſolv'd I will forget, 
Ah ! could I hope the reſtleſs pain, 

Would now 1ntirely ceaſe, 

And never more return again, 

My thoughts I would in other order ſet 

By more than proteſtations I would ſhow, 

Not the Sum total only of the Debt, 

But the particulars of all I owe. 


HI. 


\ 


This I would do : But what will our deſire avail 


When active heat and vigour fail ? 
*Tis well thou ha'ſt more youthful combatants 
Right able to prote@ thy Immortality : (than T, 
It Envy ſhould attaque thy ſpotleſs name, 
(And that attaque's the beſt of things 
And into Rigid Cenſure brings 
The moſt undoubted Regiſters of Fame) 


Their 


Their Artillery let them difpence, 
. Piercing Wit and Murd'ring Eloquence, 
Noble conceit and manly Sence, 
Charming Numbers let 'em ſhine 
And dazle dead inev'ry line 
The Moſt malicious of thy Foes, 
Though Hell it ſelf ſhould offer to oppoſe ; 
I (thy decrepit SubjeR) only can reſign 
The little life of Art is left, to ranſome thine - 
Fumbling's as bad in Poetry, 
And as Ridiculous, as 'tis in Gallantry : 
But if a Dart I may prevent, 
Which at my ÞFrzend's repute was mean't 
Let them then direct at Me, 
By dying in fo juſt a War, 
I poſſibly may ſhare 
In thy Infallible Eternity. 


IV. 


But deareſt Friend 
(Before it be too late) 
Let us a while expoſtulate, 
What heat of Glory call'd you on, 


a} Your 


Your learned Empire to extend 
Beyond the Limits of your own Dominion ? 
At home, you were already crown'd with Bayes : 
Why Forejgn Trophies do you ſeek to raiſe ? 
Poets Arcana's have of Government, 
And tho' the Homagers of your own Contznent 
Out of a Senſe of duty do ſubmit, 
Yet Publick Print, a jealouſie creates 
And intimates a lay'd defign 
Unto the Neighb'ring Potentates. 
Now into all your ſecret Arts they pry, 
And weigh each hint by rules of policy, 
Offenſive Leagues they twine, 
In Councels, Rota's, and Cabals they fit, 
Each Petty Burgeſs thinks it fit 
The Corporation ſhould combine, 
Againſt the Univerſal Monarchy of Wit, 
And ſtreight declare for quite abjuring it, 


V. 


Hence then muſt you, prepare for an Invaſion : 
Tho not from ſuch as are reclaim'd by Edueation ; 


In 


( 
| 


In the main points all European Wits agree, 
All allow Order, Art, and Rules of Decency, 
And to be abſolutely perteA , ne're was yet 
A beauty ſuch, or ſuch a Wit. 

| I fear the Pagan and the Barbarous, 

7 A Nation quite the Antzpodes to us ; 

The Infidel unletter'd Crew (I mean) 

Who call that only Wit, 

Which is indeed but the Reverſe of it ; 
Creatures in whom civility ne're ſhone, 

{ But (unto Nature's contradiction) 

It is their Glory to be ſo obſcene, 

You 'ld think the Legion of the unclean 


Were from the Swine, (to which they were con- 
demn'd) releas'd, 


J And had theſe veryer Swine (than them) polleſt. 


VI, 


If theſe ſhould an advantage take 
j And on thy Fame a Depredation make, 
You mull ſubmit to the unhappineſs ; 
Theſe are the common Enemies of our Belief and 
And by hoſtility poſleſt (Art, 
| a 4 | The 


The World's much greater part : 
All things with them are meaſur'd by ſucceſs - 
If the Battle be not won ; | 

If the Author do not Sell ; 
Into they'r dull capacities it will not ſink, 
They cannot with deliberation think 
How bravely the Commander led them on, 
No nor wherein the Book was written well : 
When, ('tis a thing impoſſible to do,) | 
He cannot find his Army conrage, (Sir) nor you 
Your Readers, learning, wit, and Judgment too. 


— 


TO MY 


FRIEN D 
Mr. THOMAS FLATMAN, 
0n the Publiſhing of theſe his 


POEMS 


Et not (my Friend) th' incredulous Scepric 
Man | 
Diſpute what Potent Art and Nature can / 
Let hink believe, the B:rd's that did Bemoan 
The loſs of Zeuxu Grapes in Queru'lous Tone, 
Were Silenc'd by a Painted Dragon, found 
 ATeleſmeto reſtrain their chatt'ring ſound, 
And that one made a M:ſtreſs could inforce 
A Neighing ſigh, Ev'n from a Stallion Horſe / 
Let old T:manthes now unveil the Face 
Ot his Atrides, thou't give Sorrow grace / 
Now may Parrha/tus let his Curtain ſtand! 
And great Protogenes Take off his Hand! 


For 


Far all that Lying Greece and Latium too 

Have told us of, Thou ( only Thou) mak'ſt zrue, 

And all the Miracles which they could ſhow, 

Remain no longer Faith; but Science now, 

Thou do'ſt thoſe things that no man elſe durſt do, 

Thou Paint fi the lightning,and the thunder too / 

The Soul and Voice / (conſent, 
Thou'lt make Turks, Fews, with Rowaniits 

To break the Second great Commandement : 

And them perſwade an Adoration giv'n 

In Pitturr, will as Grateful be to Heav'n 

Asone in Metre. Thi Artisin Exceſs ; 

Bur yet thy ingenuity makes it /eſs, 

With Pen and Pencil thou doſt all out-ſhine,.. 

In Speaking Pitture, Poefle Divine. 

Poets, Creators are* You made us Know 

Thoſe are Avove, and Dread thoſe are Below ; 

But 'tis no Wonder you ſuch things can Dare 

That Painter, Poet, and A Prophet are. 

The Stars themſelves, think it ao ſcorn to be 

Plac'd, and Directed in their Way by Thee, 

Thou Knowelt their Virtue, and cheir Situation, 


The Fate of Years, andevery great Mutation, 
| With 


With the ſame Kindneſs let them look on Earth ; 
As when they gave thee firſt hy happy Birth! 
The ſober Saturn Aſpet?Fs, Gimthia bright, 
Reſigning Hers, togive us thy New Light, 

. } The Gentle Venus Roſe with Mercury, 

{ (Preſage of Softneſs in thy Poeſy) 

* And Fove, and Mars in Amicable Trine 

Do ſtill give Jp#rz7 to thy Poliſb'd Line. 

Thou mayſt do what thou wilt without controsl : 
Qunly thy ſelf and Heav'n can Paint thy Soul. 


FRAN. BARNARD. 


TO HIS 
ESTEEMED FRIEND : 


Mr. THOMAS FLAT MAN 
upon the Publiſhing of his 


POEMS 


| 77 Our Poems ( Friend) come on the publick 
Stage 


In a Debauch'd, and a Cenſorious Age 3 
Where nothing now is counted Standard Wit, 
But what's Prophane, Obſcene, or 's bad as it, 
For our great Wits, like Gallants of the times, 


( And ſuch they are) Court only thoſe Looſe 
Rhimes, 

Which like their Miſes Patch'd and Painted ares 

But ſcorn what Vertuous is, and truly Fair ; 

Such as your Muſe is, who with Carcful Art 

For all but ſuch, hath wiſely fram'd a Part. 

One while (methinks) Under ſome Gloomy 

I {ee the Melancholy Lover laid, ( Shade, 


Pleaſing 


Pleaſing himſelf in that his Penſive Fit 
With what you have on ſuch Occafion writ. 
Another while (methinks) I ſeem to hear 


'Mongſt thoſe , who ſometimes will unbend their 
(Care 


And ſteal themſelves out from the buſie Throng, 
Your pleaſant Songs in ſolemn Conſort Sung. 

Again (methinks) I ſee the grave D/v:ne 
Lay by his other Books, to look on thine, 


| J And from thy ſerious and Divine Review 


See what our Duty is, and his own too, 

Yet worthy Friend, you cann't but Gueſs what 

(doom 

Is like to paſs on what you 've writ, by ſome; 
But there are others, now your Book comes forth, . 
Who (I am ſure) will prize it as 'tis worth, 
Who know it fully fraught with Staple Ware, 
Such as the Works of the brave Cowly are, 
And *mongſt our rareſt Engliſh Poems, Thine 


Next unto H;s, immortally ſhall ſhine. 


RICH. NEWCOURT 


T 0 


TO MY 
Worthy Friend, 


Mr. Txomas FLaTmMav. 


Upon the Publiſhing of bis 


POEMS 
| 


z Ude, and unpoliſh'd as my lines can be, 

VT muſt ſtart forth into the world with Thee, 
That which, yet Przvate, did my wonder raiſe, 
Now 'tis made P#u#4/:qu challenge's my praiſe : 
Such miracles my charming Verſe can do, 
Where e're it goes, It draw's me with it too. 

This is a kind of Biythday to thy Muſe / 
Tranſported with delightI cannot chuſe 
But bid Her Welcome to the Light, and tell 8 
How much I value what is writ.ſo well ; 

Tho' Thou reap'ſt no advantage by my Rhime, 


More than a Taper helps the Day to ſhine. 
Thus 


Thus in 413 Pornp do's th? Empty Coach attend 

To pay reſpe@ to ſome departed Friend ! 

The difference of Regard in this do's ly, 

That Honours Daft, Mine that which cannot Dy; 

For what can blaſt the labours of thy Peg, 

While wit and vertue are allow'd by men ? 

Thou entertain'ſt the world with ſuch a Feaſt 

So cleanly and ſo elegantly dreſt, 

So ſtor'd with laudable varieties 

As may a modeſt Appetite ſuffice ; 

Who ever is thy Gueſt is ſure to find 

Something or other that may pleaſe his mind, 
Sometimes in p04 flames thy Muſe aſpire's 

Her boſome warm'd with ſupernatural fires ; 

In noble flights with P:ndar, ſoar's above; 

Dallie's ſometimes with not-indecent Love, 

Thence down into the Grave do's humbly creep, 

And renders Death deſirable as Sleep. 

The Debuonair, the Melancholy Heer 

Find matter for their Mirth,caſe for their Care, 

Eafie thy Verſe, Clean thy Conceptions are, 3 

Neither too proud, Nor too famuliar.. 


Since ſuch Proviſions made for all that come, 
He muſt be ſqueam#ſb that goe's Empty home ; 
If Theſe Refetions cannot do him good, 

"Tis cauſe his Stomack's v:itious, not the Food. * 


FRANCIS KNOLLTS. 


TO.THE 


F uUuTHO R 


ON HIS 


EXCELLENT 


P O-E M 


S491 * 
Shar Magick of thy wit and ſtile : | 


Which 1 tot eir riets mankind « can Reconcile! pe” 
As th y 1 INE HR ders taneful yoice we hear” 
"Eo ndoling 01 our diſaſtrous ſtate; . 
T oucht with a ſenſe of our hard fate, 
We figh or drop a tear, 
But he the ori ; ene y. Gings, 
That more of Deron t an Regret 1 it brings, . bales 
' With: ſuch becoming grt ef 
: "The Trojan Chief 
 Troy's Conflagration did relate, 


af, b | Whil' 


if 


Ss «+4 4. 4 


Whilſt ev'n the ſuf ers in the Fire drew near 
And witha greedy; ear, : 
© their own ſubverted tate. 


[T. 


Kind Heav'n (as to her darling Son) to Thee 
A double Portidn dd ihpadt,0& 4 
A Giſt of "—Y and of Poeſy : 


But for thy in = ters 
reſent, t can TanÞd q 


If, well they: 
No more, nor can we more expect. 


But more than this Toy h Pencils give ; 
Thy draughts. are BE th i ep area; "Rt 
For, if wel credit qur own DY 5, | thi 2p ea FPU've 


Z 
oe BY db Miro 


OY Friend cou'd Th [Row U. Maintain 

Of what vithlo mucyes caſe th fit l Nets 
Wen might Reflect on cath Afb Soorn! n; 

WW £1 EROS Te F874, coop 

Ns « 


Of Colours Thoſe\conlif fl lf is ©y? 16d 
(A S mY ry 0/ 


"7 F by ike Return ! 
A , e Compos o Pio antorh offs 


4 5 J » Cock. 
:53819% bib 00312123Ng90 vovil 


Yet 


I. 


Yet'tis our Happineſs to ſee 
Z Oblivion, Death, and adverſe Deſtiny 
2 Encountred, Vanquiſh'd, and diſarmed by thee. 
; For if thy Pencils fail, 
Change thy Artillery 
And Thou 'rt ſecure of Victory, 
Employ thy Qu#ll and thou ſhalt Qlill prevail. 
The Grand Deſtroyer, greedy Time, reveres | 
Thy Fancy's Imag*ry, and ſpares - 
The meaneſt things that bear " 
 Th' Impreſſion of thy Pen; IO 
Tho' courſe and cheap their natural meiial were, 


Stampt with thy verſe he knows th' are ſacred, 
then... 


1 He knows them by that Charafer to be 
Predeſiinate and fot apart for Immortality. 


IV. 


If native Luſtre in thy Theams appear, 
.' Improv by thee it ſhines more clear : 
Orif thy Subject's void of native Light, 


b z - Thy 


Thy Fancy need but fart a beam 
To guild thy Theam, 
And make the rude maſs beautiful and bright, 
Thou vary'ſ oft thy Strains, but fill 
Succeſs attends each ſtrain : 
Thy verſe is always as lofty as the Hill, 
Or pleaſant as the plain. 
How well thy Muſe the Paſtoral Song improves / 
Whoſe Nymphs and Swans are in-their Loves, 
As innocent and yet as kind as Doves. 
But moſt She moves our Wonder and Detight, 
When She performs her looſe P:indariqgu® flight, 
Oft to their outmoſt reach She will extend 
Her towring Wings to ſoar on high, 
And then by juſt degrees deſcend: 
Olt in a ſwift ſtrait Courſe She glides, 
Obliquely oft the air divides, | 
| And oft with wanton play hangs hov'ring in the 
Sky. | 


LE 


Whilſt 


V. 
Whilſt Senfe of duty ihto my artleſs Maſe 

THY ambition would infuſe © 
To mingle with thoſe Nymphs that Homage pay, 
And wait on Thine in her Tr:amphant way, 
Dete@ of merit checks her forward pride, 
And makes her dread t* approach thy Chariot 

ſide, == 
For 'twere at leaſt a rude Indecency 
' (l[fnot Profane) t appear 
At this Solemnity, 
Crown'd with no Lawre!(as others arc) 
But this ſhe will preſume to do, 

At diſtance to attend the ſhow, 

Officiouſly to gather of 

The Scatter'd Bayes, if any drop 

From others Temples, and with thoſe 
A plain Plebeian Coronet compoſe. / 
| This, as your Livery, ſhe'd wear, to hide 
Her Nakedneſs, not gratifie her Pride / 


b 3 


Such was the Verdant dreſs 
Which the Offending Pair did frame 
Of platted Leaves, not to expreſs 
Their Prideith' Novel-garb, but to conceal their 
ſhame: 


T.O_ MY. 
DEAR, FRIEND 


4 Mr, Tomas FLATMAN. 


Upon the Publication of Yis 
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Pindariq' Ode. 
[. 


Ithin the haunted thicket, where 
; The feather'd Chorifters are met to play ; 
; And celebrate with voices clear, b 
J And accents ſweet, the praiſe of May : 
5 The Oxzel, Thruſh, and ſpeckled Lark, 
And Philomel, that loves the Jaws antl dart : 
Theſe (zhe znſpired throng) 
In numbers ſmooth, and ftrong 
Adorn their nob/e Theme with an immortal Suze, 


b 4 Wie 


While Woods, and Vaults; the Brook and neigh 
bouring Hill, 
Repeat! the varied cloſe, and the melodious Trill, 


M + A TI.* A 1K 3 
# 


Here feaſt yoRr. Er x, buylet youn Eye 
Wander, and ſee one of the lefler frie 
2 leaf, or on a dahcingwig, 

auf painted ſpathers, : and/ook bg, 

Pirkwp his tayle, and hop between 
The boughs ; &y moving, onl yto be ſeen, 
Perhaps his 7roubled breaſt he prunes, 
As he doth meditate on his tunes: 


Atlaſt ( compos'd ) his little head he rears, 

Towards (what he firives to. IMitare. che 
| Sphears ; 

And chirping then begins his beſt, 

Falls on-to Pipe among the reſ ; 

Deeming that alPs not worth a ruſh, 

Wi it:10ut bu W bifile from the buſh. 


'Th' harmonious 


. JB 


Th' harmonious ſexnddidreadtmy ear,! 
' That ecebo'd Thy clowns Maeve, i 
Which all muſt know, who cre did hear, 
| Of Cowley opOrinda's fame; 
| heard the Genits, with ſurprizing Grace, 
Would viſit us with his fair off-ſpring, gay 
As is the morning ſpring in May ; | 
But fairer much and of immortal race, 


IV. 


Delighted greatly, as I /ifining ſtood, 

The {ound came from each corner of the wood ; 
It bothythe Shrubs, and Cedars ſhak't, 

And my drowſy Muſe awak't ; 

| Strange that the ſound ſhould be ſo ſhrill, 


That had its paſſage through a Qui1,, 
ThenT reſolv'd Thy praiſes to rehearſe, 


The wonders of Thy Peu, among the Croud 
Of thy Jearn'd Friends that ſing ſo loud : 
But *rwas not to be ſang, or reach*t in verſe. 


By 


By wy weak notes, Scarce tobe heard, 
Or if they could, not worth regard ; 


Deſiſting therefore Emuſt only ſend 
ifbes to my Friend. 


15S 3:1 DID JI I VI 


©. Octav, Pulleys, 


My very kind-wel/ 


_ 
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On the DEATH f the RIGHT 
HONOURABLE 


THOMAS 
OSSOR Y: 


Pindariq| Ode. 


Stanga. I, 


; O more !---Alas that bitter word, No wore! 
The Great; the Juſt, the Generous, the 
he univerſal Darling of Mankind, (Kind, 


The Nobk Offory is now No more / 
B Tie 


POEMS. 


Fhe Mighty Man js fall'n 
From Glory's lofty Pinacle, 
Meanly like one of Us He fell, 
Not in the hot purſuit of Vidtory, 
As Gallant Men would chuſe to dy ; 
But tamely, like a poor Plebeian, from his Bed 
To the dark Grave a Captiveled ; F 
Emaſculating Sighs, and Groans around, 
His Friends in Flouds of Sorrow drown'd ; 
His awful Truncheon, and bright Arms laid by, 
He bow'd his rooms Head to Deſtiny. 


IH. 


Celeſtial Powers, how unconcern'd you are ? 

No black Eclipſe, or Blazing-Star 

Preſag'd the Death of this Hluſtrious Man, 

No Deluge, no, nor Hurricane ; 

In her old wonted courſe Nature went on, 
As if ſome common thing were done, 

- One fingle Victim to Deaths Altar's come, 

And not in OSSORT an whole Hecatombe. 

Yet, when the Founder of Old Rome expir'd, IY 


When 


$| 


POEMS. 2 
When the Pe/lzan Youth reſign'd his Breath, 
And when the great Di#ator ſtoop'd to Deathz 
Nature and all her Faculties retir'd ; 

| Amaz'd ſhe ſtarted when amaz'd ſhe ſaw 
The breaches of her ancient Fundamental Law, 
Which kept the World in aw 3 


For men leſs brave than H;w, her very ny did 
ake, 


The labouring Earth did quake, 
And Trees their fixt Foundations did forſake ; 

Nature in ſome prodigious way 

 Gavenotice of their fatal Day. 
Thoſe lefſer Griefs with pain ſhe thus expreſt; 
This did confound, and overwhelm her Breſt. 


Il. / 


Shrink ye Crown'd Heads, that think your ſelves 
| (ſecure, 
And from your mouldring Thrones look 
(down, 
Your greatneſs cannot long endure, 
The King of Terrors claims you for his own ; 
You are but Tributaries tv his dreadful Crown, 


B 2 Renown'd 


"4 POEMS. 
Renown'd, Serenc, Imperial, moſt Auguſt, 
Are only high and mighty Epithets for Duſt. 
In vain, in vain ſo high 
Ourtow'ring expectations flie, 
While th' Bloſſoms of our hopes, ſo freſh, 
(gay 
Appear, and promiſe Fruit, then fade'away, 
From valiant OSSORT 's ever Loyal Hands 
What did we not believe 
We dream't of yet unconquer'd Lands 
He to'his Prince could give, 
And Ne! ghbouring Crowns retrieve; 
Expected that he would in Triumph come 
Laden with Spoils, and Africk Banners home; 
Asif an Hevo's years 
Were as unbounded as our fond Deſires. - 


IV. F 


Lament, Lament, you that dare Honour love, 
 Andcourt her at a Noble rate 

(Your Prowels to approve, ) 
Ti.at dare religiouſly upon Her wait, 


And 


POEMS. 5 
. And bluſh not to grow Good, when you grow 
(Great, 

Such Mourners ſuit His Vertue, ſuch Hzs State, 


And you, brave Souls, who for your Countrie's 


(good 
Did wond'rous things in Fields, and Seas of 
( Blood, 


Lament th' undaunted Chief that led you on; 
Whole exemplary Courage could inſpire 


The molt degenerate Heart, with Martial- EE 4 
Fire. 


Your bleeding wounds who ſhall hereaſter areis 
With an indulgent tenderneſs ; 
Touch't with a melting Sympathy, 
Who ſhall your Wants ſupply ? 
Since He, your good Samaritan 15 gone, 
O Charity ! thou richeſt Boon of Heaven, 
To Man, in pity given! 
For when well meaning Mortals give, 
The Poor's and their own Bowels they rcheve; ) 


Thou mak'ſt us with alacrity to Dy, 


s't and bewail'd like Thee large-licarted OF- 
(SOT. 


D 3 'V. 


POEMS. 


V, 


Ariſe ye ble Inhabitants Above, 
From your Immortal Seats Ariſe, 
And on our Wonder, on our Love | 
Gaze with aſtoniſh't Eyes. 
Ariſe ! Ariſe / make roome, 
Th exalted S$hade 1s come. 


Sce where He comes! what Princely Port He 
(bears! 


How God-like He appears ! 

His ſhining Temples round 
With Wreaths of everlaſting Lawrels bound! 
As from the blood y Fieldof Mons He came, 
Where He out-tought th' Hyperbolies of Fame. 
See how the Guardian Angel of our Ifle 
Recely' s the Deifi'd Champion with a Smile / 

Welcome the Guardian- Angel fay's 

| Full of Songs of Joy and Praiſe, 

Welcome Thou art to me, | 
And to theſe Regions of Serenitie ! 
2 | Welcome the Winged Quire reſounds, 


While with loud Huge $ al the Sacred place a- 
(bounds. "as... —- 


POEMS. 7 
To the Memory of the. Incomparable 

_ORINDA 
Pindarique Ode. 


$anga 1. 


Long Adieu to all that's bright, 
"A Noble or brave in Woman-kind ; 
© To all the Wonders of their Wit, 
| And Trophies of their Mind : 
The glowing heat of th' holy fire rs gone : 
To th? Altar,whence *twas kindled, flowne ; 
| There's nought on earth, but Aſhes left behind ; 
E'r ſince the amazing ſound was ſpread 
Or:inda's dead. 
Every ſoft and fragrant word, 
All that Janguage could afford ; 
Every high and lofty thing 
That's wont to ſet the Soul on wing, 
No longer with this worthleſs world would ſtay. 
Thus, when the death of the great Pan was told, 


Along the ſhore the diſmal tidings roll'd ; 
B 4 The 


Tie leſſer Gods their Fanes torſook, 


Confounded with the mighty ſtroke, 
They could not overlive that fatal day, 
But ſigh'd and groan'd their oaſping Oracles away* 


IT. 


How rigid are the Laws of Fate ! 
And how ſevere that black Decree ! = | 
No ſublunary thing is free, \ ( 
Bnt al! muſt enter th' Adamantine Gate : 
S-oner, or later muſt we come 
To Natures dark retiring Room : 
And yet 'tis pity, Is it not ? 
The Learned, as the Fool ſhould die, 
One, full as low, as t* other Lie ; 
Together blended in the general lot? 
Diltinguiſh't only from the common Croud 
By an hing'd Coffin or a Holland Shroud, 
Tho Fame and Honour ſpeak themne” r ſo loud. 
OO Alas Orind. / even Thon ; 
Whoſe happy Verſe made others live, 
And certain [mmortality could ave, 
Blaſtes arc all thy blooming Glories now, 


The 


- 


POEM S, 9 
The Lawrel withers o're thy brow : 
Methinks it ſhould diſturb Thee to conceive 


That when poor I, this artleſs breath refgn, 
My duſt ſhould have as much of Poetry as thine ! 


-olft, 


Too. foon we languith with defire, 
Of what we never could enough admire. 
On th billows of this World ſometimes we riſe, 
So dangerouſly high, 
We are to Heaven tao nigh : 
When all in rage , 
(Grown hoary with one minute's age,) 
The very ſelt-ſame fickle wave, 
Which the entrancing Proſpect gave, 
Swoln to a Mountain, ſinks into a Grave. | 
Too happy Mortals if the Powers above, : 
As merciful would be, 
And eaſe to preſerve the thing we love, 
As in the giving they are free ! 
But they too oft delude our wearied eyes, 
They fix a flaming ſword 'twixt us and Paradiſe / 


o 
= 


A weeping evening blur's a ſmiling day 


Yet 


ro POEMS. 
Yet why ſhould heads of Gold have feet of Clay ? 
Why ſhould the man that wav'd th*' Almighty 
That led the murmuring Groud (wand, 
By Pay and by Cloud, 
Shivering a top of Atry Piſgah ſtand 


Only to ſee, but never, never tread the Promrs'd 
(Land. 


IV. 


Throw your Swords and Gauntlets by 
You daring Sons:of War / 
You cannot purchaſe e'r you die 
One honourable Scar, 
Since that fair hand that guilded all your Bayes ; 
_ That in Heroick numbers wrote your praiſe, 
That you might ſafely ſleep in Honours Bed, 
It ſelf, alas! is wither'd, cold, and dead, 
Cold and dead are all thoſe charms 
That burniſht your victorious arms ; 
Thoſe uſeleſs things hereafter muſt 
Bluſh firſt in Blood, and then in Ruſt : 
No oil, but that of her ſmooth words can ſerve, 
Weapon and Warriour to preſerve. 


Expect 


POEMS. 
Expe@ no more from this dull Age 
Bu folly, or Pottick rage, 
Short-liv'd nothings of the ſtage, 
| Vented'to day, and cry'd to morrow down ; 
With her the Soul of Poeſic is gone, 
Gone, while our expeQations flew 
As high a pitch, as ſhe has done, 
Exbal'd to Heaven like early dew, 
Betimes the little ſhining drops are flown, 


Ereth' drowſite world perceiv'd that Manna was 
_ (come down. 


Ix 


V. 
% - 


You of the Sex that would be fair, 
Exceeding lovely, hither come, 
Would you be pure as Angels are, 
_ Eome dreſs you by Orinda's Tomb; 
And leave your flattering Glaſs at home, 
Within that Marble Mirror ſee, 
How one day ſuch as ſhe 
You muſt, andiyet alas! can never be! 
Think on the heights of that vaſt Soul, 
And then admire, and then condole, 
Ez Think 


12 POEMS, 


Think on the wonders of her generous Pen, 
'Twas ſhe made Pompey truly Gyeat ; 
Neither the purchaſe of his ſweat 

Nor yet Cornelia's kindneſs made him live again : 

With envy think, when to the grave you go, 

How very. little muſt be ſaid of you, 


Since all that can be ſaid of vertuous Woman was 
(her due. 


——. 


The Review. 


Pindarique Ode to Dr. WW. S. 
3 $tangta T. 


W Hen firſt I ſtept into th' alluring Maze 
To tread this world's myſterious ways, 
Alas! I had nor guide, nor clue, 
| No Ariadne lent her hand, 
Not one of Ver tve's Guards did bid me ſtand, 
Or ask't me what I meant todo, 
Or whither I would g0: 
This Labyrinth ſo pleaſant did appear, 


POEMS. 
I loſt my ſelf with much content, 


Infinite hazards underwent, 
Out-ſtraggled Homer's crafty Wanderer, 


And ten years more than he, 1n fruitleſs Travels 
(ſpent ; 


The one half of my life-is gone, 
The ſhadow the Meridian paſt ; 
Death's diſmal Evening drawing on, 


Which much with damps and miſts be overcaſt, 


An Evening, that will ſurely come, 


'Tis time, high time to give my ſelf the welcome 
(home, 


FH. 


Had I but heartily believ'd, 
That all the Royal Preacher ſaid, was true, 
When firſt Tentred on the Stage, 
And vanity fo hotly did purſue ; 
Convinc'd by his experience, not my ape! 
I had my ſelf Tong ſince retriev?d, 
I ſhould have ler the Curtain down, 
Before the Fools part had begun : 
But I throughout the tedious play have been 
Concern'd in every buſie Scene; 


Too 


POEMS. 


Too too inquilitiveI try'd 
Now this; anon another Face, 
And then a third, more odd, took place, 
Was every thing, but what I was, 
Such was my Proteas folly, ſuch my pride 
Befool'd through all the Tragy-Comedy, 
Where others met with hifſing toexped a Plau- 
(dite; 


14 


II: 


T had a mind the Paſtoral to prove, 
Searching for happineſs in Love, | 
And finding Venus painted with a Dove, 
A little naked Boy hard by, | 
The Dove, which has no gall, 
The Boy no dangerous Arms at all ; 
They do thee wrong (great Love) ſaid T, 
Much wrong, great Love! —fcarce had 1 
*Ere into my unwary boſome came (ſpoke 
An inextinguiſhable flame : 
From fajr Amira's eyes the lightening broke, 
That left me more than Thunder-ſtroke ; 
She carries tempeſt in that lovely name : 
Love's 


POE M S. 5 


Love's mighty and tumultuous pain 
Diſorders Nature like an Hurricane. 
Yet could n't I believe ſuch ſtorms could be, 
When I launch't forth to Sea ; 
Promis'd my ſelf a calm, and caſte way, 
Though I had ſeen before, 
Piteous ruins on the ſhore, 
And on the naked Beach Leander breathleſs lay, 


IV. 


To extricate my ſelf from Love 
Which I could ill obey, but worſe command, 

I took my Pencils in my hand, 
With that Artillery for Conqueſt ſtrove, 

Like wife P:gmalion then did I 

My felf deſign my Deity ; 

Made my own Saint, made my own Shrige: 
If ſhe did frown, one daſh could make her ſmile, 
All bickerings one eaſie ſtroak could reconcile, 
Plato feign'd no Tdea ſo divine : 
Thus did I quiet many afroward day, 

While 1a my eyes my Soul did play, 
Thus did the time, and thus thy felfbeguile ; 


— 


Till 


16 POEM S. 
Till on a day, but then I knew not why, 
A tear faln from my eye; 
Waſh't out my Saint, my Shrine, my Deity : 
Prophetique chance ; the lines are gone, 
And I muſt mourn o're what I doted on : 
I find even G70770's Czrcle has not all perfeQtion, 


V 
Lad 


imp] 


una 


mi dt > mm 


To Poetry I then 1nclin'd ; 
Verſe that emancipates the mind, 
Verſe that unbends the Soul : 
That Amulet of ſickly fame, 
Verſe that from wind articulate's Name . 
Verſe for both Fortunes fit,to ſmile and to condole, 
*Ere I had long the Tryal made, 
A ſerious thought made me afraid : 
For I had heard Parnaſſus ſacred Hill, 
Was ſo prodigiouſly high, þ 
It's barren Top ſo near the skie ; | 
The #ther there 
So very pure, ſo ſubtle, and ſo rare, 
'Twould a Cameleon kill 


The Beaſt that 1s all Lungs, and feeds on Air : 
._ Poets 


POEMS, . 19 

Potts the higher up that Hill they go, 

Like Pilgrims, ſhare the leſs of what's below : 
Hence 'tis they go repining on, 

Land murmure more than their own Helicor, 

[ heard them cutſe theit ſtars in ponderousRhimes 

And in grave numbers grumble at the times ; 

Yet where th' Illuſtrious Cowleyled the way, 

I thought it great diſcretion there to go aſtray; 


VI. 


From liberal Arts to the litigious Law, 
Obedience, not Ambition, did me draw ; 
[ look't at awful Quoife, and ſcarlet Gown 
Through others Opticks, not my own : 
Unty the Gord:an Knot that will, 
I ſee no Rhetorick at all 
IM them that learnedly can brawl, 
And fill with mercenary breath the ſpacious Hall ; - 
Let me be peaceable, let me be (till. 
The ſolitary 7:56:te heard the wind, 
With ſtrength and violence combin'd, 
That rent the Mountains and did make 
The ſolid Earth's foundations ſhake, 
C He 


i POEM 'S: 
He ſaw the dreadful fire, and heard the horrid 
(noiſe, 


But found what he expected in the ſmall fi: 


(voice.W5 


VIE 


Nor here did my unbridled fancy reſt, 
But I muſt try 
A pitch more high, 
To read the ſtarry language of the Eaft ; 
- And with Ca/dean Curiolity 
Preſum'd to ſolve the Riddles of the Skie ; 
Impatient till I knew my doom, 
De jected till the good 4iref:on come, 
I rip't up Fate's forbidden Womb, 
Nor would I ſtay till it brought forth 
An eaſie and a natural birth, 


But was folicitous to know. 
The yet miſhapen Embrzo, \ 
(Prepoſterous crime) 
Without the formal Midwiſry of time : 
Fond man! as if too little gricf were given {Ir 
On earth, draws down inquietudes from Heaven ! 


Permits himſelf with ſear to be unmann'd, 
Belſhazzar 
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q Belhazzar-like grows wan and pale, 

x | His very heart begins to fail, 

os frighted at that writing of the hang, 


hich yet nor he, nor all his learn'd Magicians 
(underſtandy 


VIII. 


And now at laſt what's the reſiilt of all 2 
Should the ſtrict Audzrt come; 
And for th' Accompt too early call ; 

\ num'rous heap of Ciphers, would be found the 


(toral Sum; 
When incompaſſionate Age ſhall plow 


The delicate Amira's brow, - 
And draw his furrows deep and long, 
What hardy youth 1s he 
Will after that a Reaper be, 
Or ſing the Harveſt Song ? 
\nd what is Verſe, bitt an effeminate vent | 
Either of Luſt or Diſcontent ? 
Colours will farve, and all their Glories die. 
Invented only to deceive the eye ; 
And he that wily Law does love, 


Much more of Serpent has than Dove, 
C3 There” E 
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There's nothing in Aſtrology, 

But Delphick ambiguity ; 
We are miſguided in the Dark, and thus 
Each Star becomes an 1gnzs fatuus : | 
Yet pardon me you glorious lamps of light, 

'T was one of you that led the way, 

Diſpell'd the gloomy night, 
Became a Phoſpher to th' Eternal Day, 


And ſhew'd the Mag: where th' Almighty Infa 
(lay 


t: 
IX. 

At length the doubtful Vietory's wor, 

It was a cunning Ambuſcade 
The world for my felicities had laid ; 

Yetnow at length the day's our own, 
Now Conqueror-like let us new Laws ſet down, 
Henceforth let all our Love Seraphzet turn, 

The ſprightly and the vigorous flame 

On th' Altar let it ever burn, 

And ſacrifice its ancient name : 
A Tablet on my heart, next Ile prepare 


Where I would draw the Holy Sepulchre, 
Behind 
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Behindit a ſoft Landskip I would lay 
Of melancholly Go/gor ha! 
On th' Altar tet me all my fpoils lay down, 


[And if I had One, there I'de hang my Laurel 
(Grown. 


Give me the PandetFs of the Law Divine, 

Such was the Law made Mo{es face to ſhine, | 
Thus beyond Saturns heavy Orb Te towre, 
And laugh at his malicious power, 

Raptur'd in Contemplation thus I'le go 

El Above unacQtive Earth, and leave the Stars below. 


N. 


Toft on the wings of every wind; 

After theſe hoverings to and fro ; 

(And {till the waters higher grow ) 
Not knowing where a reſting-place to find, 
Whether for Sanctuary ſhould I go 

But (Reverend Friend) to you ? 
You that have triumpht o're ti' impetuous flood, 
That Noah-like, in bad times durſt be good, 
And the tiff Torrent manfully withſtood, | 

Can ſave me too ; 
| -» 
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One that have long in fear of drowning bin, 
Surreunded by the rolling waves of ſin, 
Do you but reach out a propitious hand. 
And charitably take me in, 
I will not yet deſpaisto ſee dry land. 

'Tis done ;—1 and no longer fluCtuate, 


I've made the Church my Ark, and $ions Hill my 
| (Ararat, 


——_—_— 
P"—=—e =_ m—— 
”— — —_ "I _ 
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— 


F o my Worthy Friend 


Mr. SAM. WOODFORD, ; 

on bis Excellent Verſaon of the | 

P $ AL M S. 
Pindarique Ode. 

2 anga [, ] 

\ Ee (worthy friend) what I would " x 


"(Whom neither Muſe nor Art inſpire) 
That haye noFriend in all the ſacred Quire, | 
To ſhew my kindneſs for hs our r Book, and you, | 
"el 
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Forc'd to diſparage, what I would admire ; 
Bold man, that dares attempt Pi/ndarigu' now, 
Since the great P:indar's greateſt Son 
From the ingrateful Age is gone, 
Cowley has bid th* ingrateful Age ad.eu; 
Apollo's rare Columbus, he 
Found out new words of Poeſie : 
He, like an Eagle, ſoar'd aloft ; 
To ſeize his noble prey ; 
Yet as a Dove's, his Soul was ſoft, 
Quiet as Night, but bright as Day : 
'© To Heaven in a fiery Chariot He 
Aſcended by Szraphigu Poetry ; 
Yet which of us dull Mortals fince can find 
Any inſpiring Mantle, that He left behind ? 


23 


IT. 


His powerful numbers might have done you right; 
He could have ſpar'd you immortality, 
Under that Chieftain's Banners you might fight 
Aſlur'd of Lawrels, and of Victory 
Over devouring time, and ſword, and lire, 
And 7ove's important ire : 
"_— 
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My humble Verſe would better ſing H 
David the Shepherd, than the King : | 

And yet methinks tis ſtately to be ove» 
F (Tho! of the meaner ſort,) 
Of them that may approach a Princes Throne, 
It 'twere but to be ſeen at Court. T 
Such (Sir) is my ambition for a name, 
Which I ſhall rather rake from you, than give, IL 
For in your Book I cannot miſs of Fame, R 
But by contat ſhall live. L 
Thus on your Chatiet Wheel ſhall I 
Ride ſafe, and look as big as #ſop's Fly, 
Who from th' Olympian Race new come, | V 
And now triumphantly flown home, | 
To's neighbours of the ſwarm, thus, proudly ſaid: || * 
Don't you remember what a duft T made /! 4 


III. 


Wh: re e're the Son of 7eſſe's Harp ſhall ſound, / 
| Or Tiraet's ſweeteſt Songs be ſung, 
( Li ke Sumpſon's Lion ſweet and ſtrong) ] 
You and your happy Muſe ſhall be renown d, 
To whoſe kind hand the Son of feſſe OWes : 
| His 
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His laſt deliverance from a his Foes. 
Blood-thirſty San! lefs +: (ax than they, 
His perſon only ſought to kill ; 
Theſe did his deathleſs Poems ſlay, 
And ſought immortal blood to ſpill, 
Toſing whoſe Songs in Babylon would be 
| A new Captivity : 
Depoſed by theſe Rebels, you alone 
Reſtor'd the Glorious David to his Throne, 
Long in diſguiſe the Royal Prophet lay, 
Long from bis own thoughts baniſhed, 
Ne're fince his death 'till this illuſtrious day 
Was Scepter in his hand, or Crown plac'd on his 
(Head: 
He ſeem'd as it at Gath he ſtill had bin, 
As once before proud Ach!ſh he appear'd, 
His Face beſmear'd, 
With ſpirtle on his ſacred Beard, 
Alaughing-ſtock to the inſulting Phi/iftize. 
Dreſt ia their Rhimes, he lookt as he were mag, 


In Tyſſue you, and Tyrian Purple have him clad. 


Or 
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On the Death of the truly valiant 
GEORGE 


Duke of : 


ALBEMARLE. 


Pindarique Ode. 


H 
V 


Stanza I. 


7JOw bluſh thy ſelf into confufion 
Ridiculous Mortality ; 
With indignation to be trampled on 
By them that Court Eternity ; 
Whoſe Generous Deeds, and Proſperous State 
Seem poorly ſet within the reach of Fate, 
Whoſe every Trophy, and each Lawrel wreath 
Depends upon alittle breath ; 
Confin'd within the narrow bounds of time, 


And of incertain age, | 
. With doubtful hazards they engage, (climb ; 


Thrown down, while victory bids them higher 
T heir 
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Their Glories are eclips'd by Death, 
Hard circumſtances of Illuſtrious Men 
Whom nature (like the Scythian Prince) detain's 

Within the Bodies chains 

(Nature that rigorous Tamberlain) 
Stout Bajazet diſdain'd the barbarous rage 

Of that inſulting Conquerour, 
bravely himſelf uſurp*'t his own expiring power, 
By daſhing out his Brains againſt his Iron Cage. 


II. 


But *tis incident to cgmplain, 


And wretched Mortals curſe their ſtars in vain, 
In vain they waſte their tears for them that die, 
Themſelves involv'd in the ſame deſtiny, 
No more with ſorrow let it then be ſaid 

The Glorious Albemarle is dead ; 
Let what is ſaid of Him triumphant be, 
Words as gay, as His Fame, 

And as manly as his Name, 

| Words as ample as his Praiſe, 

And as verdant as his Bayes, 

An Epinicion, not an Elegy. 
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Yet why ſhould thou, ambitious Muſe, believe 
Thy gloomy Verſe, can any ſplendors give, 
Or make him one ſmall Moment longer live? 
Nothing but what is vulgar thon canft ſay ; 

Or misbecoming numbers ſing 
What tribute to his memory canſt thou pay, 


Whoſe Vertue ſav'd a Crown, and could oblige a 
(King ? 


HI, 


Many a year diſtreſſed A/b07 lay 
By her unnatural Off-ſpring torn, 
Once the Worlds terrour, then its ſcorn, 
At home a Priſon, and abroad a Prey : 
Her valiant Youth, her valiant Youth did kill, 
And mutual blood did ſpill, 
Uſurpers then, and many a Muſhroom Peer 
Within her Palaces did domineer ; 
There did the Vulture build his Neſt, 
There the Owls, and Satyrs reſt, 
By Zimand Ohimall poſleſt, 
'Till England's Angel Guardian, Thou, 
With pity; and with anger mov'd 
For 416;0n thy belov'd, 


(Olive 
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(Olive Chapplets on thy brow) 
With bloudleſs hands upheld*ft herdrooping head, 
And with thy Trumpets call'dſt her from the dead. 
Bright Phoſper to the rifing Sun! 
That Royal Lamp, by Thee did firſt appear 
Uſher'd into our happy Hemiſphere ; 
O may it'ſ{till ſhine bright and clear 
No Cloud, nor Night approach it, but a conſtant 


( Noon! 
IV. 


Nor thus did thy undaunted Valour ceaſe ; 


Or wither with unaQtive peace : 
Scarce were our Civil broyls allay'd, 
While yet the wound of an inteſtine War, 
_ _ Hadleftatender ſear, | 
When of our new Proſperities afraid, 
Our Jealous Neighbours fatal Arms prepare ; 
In floating Groves the Enemy drew near, 
Loud did the Belgian &yor roar, 
Upon our Coaſts th' Frmadadid appear, 
And boldly durſt attempt our native ſhore, 
Till his victorious Squadronscheckt their pride, 


And did in Triumph o're the Ocean ride. 
With 


30 POEMS. 

With thunder,lightning,and with clouds of ſmoke - 
He did their Inſolence reſtrain, 

And gave his dreadful Law to all the main, 

Whoſe ſurly billows trembled when he fpoke, 

And put their willing necks under his Yoke; 

This the ſtupendious Vanquiſher has done, 

Whoſe high Prerogative it was alone 

To raiſe a ruin'd, and ſecure an envy'd Throne: 


V, 


Then angry Heav'n began to frown, 
From Heaven a dreadful Peſtitence came down, 
On every ſide did lamentations riſe, | 

Baleful ſigh, and heavy groan, 

All was plain't, and all was moan / 

The pious Friend with trembling love, 

Scarce had his lateſt kindneſs done, 


In ſealing up his dead Friends eyes, k 
*Ere with his own ſyrprizing fate he ſtrove, 
And wanted one to cloſe his own, ' : 


Death's Iron Scepter bore the ſway 
O're our Imperial Golgotha, 


Yet he with kind, though unconcerned eyes, _ 
Durſt 
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Jurſt ſtay and ſee thoſe numerous Tragedies. 

ein the field had ſeen Death's greiſly ſhape, 
Heard him in Volleys talk aloud 

zcheld his Grandeur in a glittering Croud, 

\nd unamaz'd ſeen him in Cannons gape : 

yer unterrified His Valour ſtood 

ike ſome tall Roek amid'ſt a Sea of Blood : 

Twas loyalty from Sword and Peſt kept him alive, 

he ſafeſt Armour, and the beſt Preſervative, 


VI. 


: 
d 
. 


The flaming City next implor'd his Aid, 
And ſeaſonably pray'd (obey'd, 

His force againſt the Fire, whoſe Arms the Seas 
Wide did th' impetuous torrent ſpread, 

Then thoſe goodly Fabricks fell, 

Temples themſelves promiſcuouſly there 
Drop't down , and in the common ruin buried 

The City turned into one Mongzbel: (were, 
The havghty Tyrant ſhook his curled head, 


His breath with vengeance black, his face with 
(fury red, 


Then every cheek grew wan and pale, 
Every heart did yield and fail, 


Nought 
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Nought but Thy Preſence could its Power ſup; 
Whoſe ſtronger light put out the leſs, (pref 

As Londox's noble StruQtures tiſe, 

Together ſhall His Memory grow, . MW 

To whom that beautcous Town ſo much does owe 

London) joynt Favourite wuth Him Thou wer't, 

As both poſleſt a Room within one heart, 

Sonow with thine indulgent Soveraignjoyn, 

| Reſpect hisgreat Friends aſhes, for He wep't o're 


( Thine, 
VII. 
Thus did the Duke perform his mighty Stage, 
Thus did that Atlas of our State, A 
With his Prodigious Adts amaze the Ape, A 
While Worlds of wonders on his ſhoulders ſate, 
Full of Glories, and of Years, [ 
He trod his ſhining, and immortal way, T 
-- Whilft A/4ion compaſs'd with new floods of tears SI 
: Beſought his longer ſtay. 


Prophane that Pen, that dares deſcribe thy bliſs, 

Or write thine Apotheofis ! 
Whom Heaven and thy Prince to pleaſure ſtrove, UA 
Entruſted with their Armies and their Love: 


In 
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«Min other Courts 'tis dangerous to deſerve, 
Thou did'ſt a kind, and grateful Maſter ſerve, 
Who, to expreſs his Gratitude to Thee, 
bcorn'd thoſe ill-natur'd arts of Policy. 
Happy had Bell;[avius bin. 

(Whoſe forward fortune was his fin) 

By many Victories undone; 

He had not liv'd negle&ed, dy'd obſcure, 
If for thy Prince thoſe Battels he had won, 
Thy Prince, magnificent above his Emperour, 
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Among the Gods, thoſe Gods that dy'd like thee; 

As great as theirs, and full of Majeſty 
Thy facred Duſt ſhall ſleep fecare, 

Thy Monument as long as theirs endure : 

There, free from envy, Thou with them, 

s Shaft have thy ſhare of Diadem; 

Among their Badges ſhalt be fer EF 

Thy Gatter and thy Coronet ; 

Or (which is ſtatelyer) thou ſhalt have 

, NA Manſolzum in thy Prince? $ breaſt, 


There thine embalmed name ſhall reſt; 
_ D The 
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That SanQuary ſhall thee ſave, 
From the diſhonours of a Regal Grave : 
And every wondrous Hiftory, 
Read by incredulous Poſterity, 
That writes of 4im,ſhall honourably mention 7hee, 
' Whoby an humble Loyalty has't ſhown, 
How much ſublimer gallantry, and renown 
'Tis to reſtore, than to uſurp a Monarchs Grown, 
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T be Reterement. 


Pindarique Ode made 1n the time of the 
| | Great Sickneſs 1665. 


Jtanga I. 


N the milde cloſe of an hot Summers day, 
When a cool Breeze had fann'd the Air, 
And Heaven's face look't ſmooth and fair ; 
Lovely as ſleeping Infants be, 
That in their flumbers ſmilingly, 
Dandled on the Mothers knee, 
You hear no cry, 


p 


V 


> 
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No harſh, nor laberitiepiais voice, "Ne. 

Þut all is innocence without a noiſe : 

When every ſweet, which the Sun's greedy ray 
So lately from us drew, 

Began to trickle down again in dew ; 
Weary, and faint, and full of thought, 
Tho' for what cauſe I knew not well, 
Whar I ail'd, I could not tell, 

I fate me down at an ag'd Poplars root, 
Whoſe chiding leaves excepted and my breaſt, 
All the impertinently-bu('d-word inclin'd to reft, 


_— | II, 


I lifned heedfully around, 

But not a whiſper there was found.” 

The murmuring Brook hard by, 
As heavy, and as dull as T, 

Seem'd drowſily along to creep + 

It ran with undiſcovered pace, 

\nd if a Pebble ſtopt the lazy race, 

Twas but as if ir ſtarted in its ſleep, 

cho her ſelf, that ever lent an ear 


To any piteous tone 5 | 
D 2 


-—— FYTrrME _ 
Wont to grone, with them that grone, 
| Eccho her ſelf was ſpeechleſs here. 
Thrice did I ſftgb, Thrice miſerably cry, 

Ai me! the Nywph ai me! would nat reply, 
Or churliſh, or ſhe was a fleep for company. 


Hr. 


I thought on every penſive thing, 

That might my paffion ſtrongly move ; 

That might the ſweeteſt ſadneſs bring ; 
Oft did I think on Death, and oft of Love, 


Fhe triumphs of the /:17/e God, and that ſame 
(Saſtly King ; 
The gaftly King, what has he done ? 


How his pale Territories ſpread! 
Strait ſcantlings now of conſecrated ground 
His ſwelling Empire cannot bound, 
But every day new Colonies of dead 
Enhance his Conqueſts, and advance his Throne. 
Fhe mighty Czty ſav'd from ſtorms of war, 
Exempted from the Crimſon Flood, 
When all the Land o're flow'd with blood, 


Steop's yet onee more at anew Conqueror : 
The 
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The Czty which ſo many Rivals bred, 
Sackcloath is on her loyns, and aſhes on her head- 


IV, 


When will the frowning Heav'n begin to ſmile ; 
Thoſe pitchy clouds be overblown, 
That hid the mighty Town, 
That I may ſee the mighty pyle / 

When will the angry Angel ceaſe to flay ; 
And turn his brandiſh't ſword away 
From that illuſtrous Golgotha, 
London, the great Aceldama! 

When will that ſtately Landſcape open lie, 

The miſt withdrawn that intercepts my eye / 
That heap of Pyramids appear, 

Which now, too much like thoſe of Egypt are ; 
Eternal Monuments of Pride and Sin, 


Magnificent and tall without, but Dead mens bones 
(withun, 


D 3 ' Tranſlated 
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Tranſlated out of a Part of 
Petronius .Arbiters. Satyricon. 
pe 
[Aer a bluſtring tedious night, 
The windsnow huſh't,and the black tempeſt o're 
Which the crazy veſſel miſerably tore, 
Belold a lamentable Gght! 
Rolling far'off, upon a briny wave, 
Compaſſionate Philander ſpr d 


A floating Carcaſs ride, 
That ſeem'd to beg the Kindnefs of a Grave. 


ITY WELLS 


5 


Sad, and concern'd Phj)atdey then © 
Weigl/d with himſelf the frail, uncertain ſtate 
Of ſilly, rangely diſappointed men, 
| Whoſe projects are the ſport of Fate, 
Perhaps (ſaid he) this, poor man's deſolate wite 

Ina range Country far away, 
Ex: 
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Expects ſome happy day, 
This gaſtly thing, the comfort of her life : 


IT. 


-- His Son it may be dreadsno harm, 
But kindly waits his Fathers coming home, 
Himſelf ſecure, he apprehends no ſtorm, 
But fancies that he ſees him come, 
Perhaps this good old man, that kiſt this Son, 
And left a bleſſing on his head, 
His arms about him ſpread, 
Hopes yet to ſee him e*re his Glaſs be run; 


IV. 


: 


Theſe are the Grand Intrigues of man, * 
Theſe his huge thoughts,and theſe his vaſt deſires 
Reſieſs, and ſwelling li the Ocean 

From his birth rill he expires. 
See where the naked, breathleſs body lyes 

. To every puff of wind a {lave, 

At the beck of every wave, 

That once perhaps war fair, rich, ſtout, and wiſe ! 


D 4 While 
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V. 


While thus Ph:langer penfive ſaid, 
Touch'r only with a pity for Mankind, 
At nearer view, he thought he knew the Dead, 

And call 'd the wretched Man to mind : 
Alas, ſaid he, art thou that angry Thing, 
That with thy looks did{t threaten Death, 

Pl agues and Deſtruction breath, 
But two days ſince, little beneath a King! 
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Ai me - where is thy fury now, 
Thine inſolence, and all thy boundleſs power, 
Q moſt ridiculouſly dreadful thou! 
Expos d for Beaſts and kyſhes to deyour. & 
Go ſottiſh Mortals, let your Breaſts ſwell bigh, 
All your deſigns laid deep as Hell, 
A ſmall miſchance can quell, 
Outwitted by the deeper Plots of Deſtiny. 


POEMS. as. 
VII. 


This haughty Lump a while before 
| What it would do, when it came ſafe on ſhore, 
Sooth'd up it ſelf, perhaps with hopes of Life, 
What for It's Son, what for It's Wiſe ; 
See where the Man, and all his Politicks lie, 
Ye Gods / what Gulphs are ſet between, 
What we have, and what we ween, 
Whilſt lull'd in dreams of years to come, we die /' 


VII. 


Nor are we lyable alone, 
To mifadventures on the mercyleſs Sea, 
A thouſand other things our Fate bring on, 

And Shipwrack't everywhere we be, 

One in the tumult of a Battel dies 

Big with conceit of Victory, 

And routing th' Enemy, 

With Garlands deckt, himſelf the Sacrifice. 


Another, 
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IX, 


Another, while he pays his vows 
On bended knees, and Heaven with tears invokes, 
With adorations as he humbly bowes, 
While with Gums the Altar ſmoaks, 
In th* preſence of his God, the Temple falls, 
And thus religious in vain 
The flatter'd Bigot ſlain, 
Breaths out his laſt within the ſacred walls. 


> Ti 


Another with Gay Trophies proud, 
From his triumphant Chariot overthrown, 
Makes paſtime for the Gazers of the Croud, 
That envi'd him his purchas'd Crown, 
Some with full meals. and ſparkling bowls of wine, 
| As if it made too long delay, 
Spur on their fatal Day, | 
Whilſt others, (needy Souls) at their's repine. 


Conſider 
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. &l; 


& , . 


Conſider well, and every place, 

Offers a ready Road to thy long home, (fate 
Sometimes with frowns, ſometimes with ſmiling 
Th' Ambafſadors of Death docome. 

By open force or ſecret ambuſcade, 
By unintelligible Ways, 
Weend our anxious days, 
And Rock the large Plantations of the Dead, 


XII, 


But (fome may ſay) 'tis very hard, 
With them, whom heavy chance has Caſt away. 
With no ſfolemnities at all interr'd, 

To roam unburi'd on the. Sea: 


No—'tis all one where we receive our doom, 


Since, ſomewhere, ?tis our certain lot 
Our Carcaſes muſt rot, 
And they whom heaven covers need no Tomb. 


” 
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A Thought ff DE AT H. 
Hreas WH on my fick Bed I languiſh, 
Full of ſofrow, full of anguiſh, 
Fainting, gaſping, trembling, crying, 
Panting, groaning, ſpeechleſs, dying, 
My Soul juſt now about totake her flight 
Into the Regians of eternal night ; 
Oh tell me you, 
That have been long below. 
What ſhall Ido! _- 
What ſhall I think, when cruel Death appears, 
That may extenuate my fears ! 
Methinks I hear ſome Gentle Spirit ſay, 
Be not fearful,” come away ! 
Think with thy ſelf that now thou ſhalt be free, 
And find thy long expected .liberty, 
| Better thou mayeſt,but worſe thou ean'ſt not be 


Than in this Vale of Tears, and Miſery. 
Like Ceſar, with aſſurance that come on,* 


And 
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And unamaz'd, attempt the Lawrel Crown, 
That lyes on th' other ſide Death's Rubicon, 


—_— —_— 


k— — 


Pſalm 39. Verſes 4", 5®. 
VERSE ath. 


Ord let me know the Period of my Age, 


— Thelength of this my weary Pilgrimage, 
How long this miſerable Life ſhall laſt, 
This Life that ſtayes ſolong, yet flies ſo faſt ! 


VERSE 5th. 


Thou by a Span meaſureſt thoſe days of mine, 
Eternity's the ſpacious bound of Thine : 
Whoſhall compare this little Span wi: thee, 
With Thine Incomprehenfibility : 

Man born to trouble leaves this World with pain, 
His beſt Eſtate is altogether vain, 


Hynin for the Morning. 


A. my Soul / Awake mine eyes / 
Awake my drowſie faculties ; 
Awake and ſee the new born Light 
Spring from the darkſome womb of Night ! 
Look up and ſee th' unwearied Sun, 
Already is his Race begun: 
The pretty Lark is mounted high, 
And fings her Mattins in the Sky ; 
Ariſe my Soul / and thou my voice 
In Songs of Praiſe; early rejoyce! 
O Great Creator! Heavenly King / 
Thy Praiſes let me ever ing ! 
Thy Power has made, thy Goodneſs kept 
This fenceleſs Body while I ſlept, 
Yet oneday more haſt given me 
From all the Powers of darkneſs free : 
O keep my heart from Sin ſecure, 
My Life unblameable and pure, 
That when the laſt of all my Days is come, 


Chearful and fearleſs [ may wait my Doom. 
Anthem 
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Ambem for the Evening. 


xg ! downy ſleep ! come cloſe my eyes, 

Tyr'd with beholding Vanities ! 

Sweet ſlumbers come and chaſe away 

The tolles and follies of the day : 

On your ſoft boſom will I lie, 

EForget the World and learn to die. 

O Iſraels watchful Shepheard ſpread 

Tents of Angels round my Bed; 

Let not the Spirits of the Aire, 

While I ſlumber, me enſnare ; 

But ſave thy Suppliant free from harms, 

Claſp't in thine everlaſting Arms. 
Clouds and thick darkneſs is thy Throne, _ 7 
Thy wonderful Pavilion : 

Oh dart from thence a ſhining Ray, 

And then my midnight ſhall be Day / 

Thus when the morn in Crimſon dreſt, 

Breaks through the Windows of the Eaſt, 
My Hymns of thankful Praiſes ſhall ariſe 
Like Incenſe or the morning Sacrifice. 


Death. 


DEATH: 


SONG, 


()L the ſad Day, | 
When Friends ſhall ſhake their heads and ſay 
Of miſerable me, 
Hark how he groans,look how he pants for breath 
See how he ſtruggles with the pangs of Death! 
When they ſhall ſay of theſe poor eyes, 
How hollow; and how dim they be, 
Mark how his Breaſt does ſwell and riſe, 
Againſt his potent Enemy ! 
When ſome old Friend ſhall ſtep to my Bed-ſide, 
Touch my chill face, and thence ſhall gently flide. 
And when his next Companions fay, 
How does he do ? what hopes 7 ſhall turn away, 
Anſwering only with a lift up hand, 
Who can his Fate withſtand ? 
Then ſhall a gaſp or two do more 
Than ere my Rhetorick could before, 


Perſwade the peeviſh world totrouble me no may 
e 


| 


( 
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The H appy Man. 


Eaccful is he, and moſt ſecure, 
Whoſe heart; and actions all are pure ;/ 
How ſmooth and pleaſant is his way, 
Philſt Life's Meander ſlides away 
It a fierce Thunderbolt do flie, 
This Man can unconcerned lie; 
Knbws'tis not levell'd athis head, 
Soneither noiſe, nor flaſh can dreads 
Tio” a ſwift Whirlwind tear in ſunder 
Heavi'nabove him, or Earth under ;. 


Tho* the Rocks on heaps do tumble, 

Or the World to Aſhes crumble, 1% 
ho' the ſtup-ndious Monntains from on high | 
Drop down, and in their humble Vallies lie: 
S10uld the unruly Ocean roar, 

And daſh its Foam againſt the Shore z _ 
He tinds no Tempeſt in his mind, 

Fears no Billow, teels no Wind : 


E 
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All is ſerene, all quiet there, 
There's not one blaſt of troubled Air, 
Old Stars may fall, or.new ones blaze, 
Yet none of theſe his Soul amaze, 
Such is the man can ſmile at irkſomie death, 
And with an eaſe ſigh give up his breath. 


—@_@—_—___— 
—_ 


m_ 


"O.N 
M. JOHNSON 
Several Shipw#tacks. 


JU: 
E that has never yet acquainted been \| 

A 4 With cruel chance, nor Vertue naked ſeen, Wh; 

Strip t from th' advantages (which vices wear) 

Of happy, plauſible, ſtieceſsful, fair ; 

Nor learn't how long the lowring cloud may laſt 

Wherewith her beauteous face is overcaſt, 

*Till ſhe her native glories does recover, 

And ſhine's more bright, after the Storm is over; 

To ve inform'd, he need no further go, 

Than this Divine Epitome of woe ; 


dll! 
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In Johnſon's Life, and Writings he may find, 
What Homer in his Odyſſes deſign'd, 
\ vertuous Man, by miſcrable fate, 
Kendred ten thouſand ways unfortunate ; 
ometimes within a leaking Veſſel toſt, 
\[] hopes of life; and the lov'd Shore quite loſt, 
:ile hidden Sands; and every greedy Wave, 
ith horror gap't themſelves into a Grave ; 
Sometimes upon a Rock with fury thrown, 
oaning himſelf, where none could hear his mone , 
Sometimes caſt out upon the barren ſand, ; 
xpos'd to th* mercy of a'Barbarous Land : 


J 


Such was the Pious Johnſon, *till kind Heaven 
\ bleſſed End to all his toils had given: 

» Wo ſbew, that vertuous men, tho'they appear, 
ut Fortunc's ſport, are Proviacnce's care, 
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ll of 
© » 


An Explanation of an 


E M BL E Wk 


engraven by V. H. 


Ji 
E'ſt thou thofe Razes,the Light bove them? IF" 
And that gay thing the Diadem ? 

The Wheel and Balance, which are ty*d 
Toth' Gold, black Clouds on either fide ? 
Se*ſt thou the winged Trimperters withal, 
That kick the World" s blew tottering Ball ? 
The flying Globe, the Glaſs thereon, 

Thoſe fragments of a Skeleton 4. 

The Bates, the Pſalms, the Fighting 1921; 
And written Scrout ?-—Come tell me then, 
id thy o're curious eye e'r ſee 

An apter Scheme of Miſery ? 

Whar's all that Go/d and ſparkling Stones 

To that bald Scull, to thoſe Croſs Bones ? 

+ What mean thoſe Blages (whom men adore) 
Toſlain the Earth with purple gore ? 


[ 


Sack 
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ack ſtately Towns, filk Banners ſpread, 
allop their Courſers o're the Dead, 

ar more than this ? and all troſway 

3ut till thoſe ſands {hall glide away. 

or when the Bubble World ſhall fly = 
ith iretch't out Plumes, when the brisk eye 
Shall cloſe with anguiſh, ſigk with tears, 

\nd the Angels Trampets pierce our ears, 

hat's haughty Map or thoſe fine things, | 

Vhich Heaven calls Men,though Men ſtile K:ngs? 
Vain Wor 14 adieu ! and farewel fond renown! 
Give me the Glory, that's above the Crows ! 
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| 


i. 
_—_ 


For THOUGHTS. 
TH. | 
Houghts! What are they ? 
-®. They are my conſtant Friends, . , 
ho, when harſh Fate its dull brow bends, 


Uncloud me with a ſmiling Ray, 
nd in the depth of midnight force a day. 


"i Þ 


When, 
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P'O'E M'S\ 


IT. 


WhenT retire, and flee 
The buſie throngs of Company ! 
To hug my ſelf in privacy ; 
O the diſcourſe ! the pleaſant talk, 
*Twixt us (my thoughts) along a lonely walk ? 


HE, 


You like the ſtupifyiag Wine 
The dying malefaRtors ſip 
With ſhivering lip, 
-. . Tabatethe rigour of their Doom, 
By aleſs troublous cut to their long home ; 
Make me ſlight Croſles, though rhey pil'd up lie, 
All by tt” enchant ments of an extaſie. 


IV. 
Dol delite to ſee 
The Throne and Majeſty 
Of that proud one. 
Brother and T/nukle to the Stars and Sun? 


Thoſe 
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[hoſe can conduct me where ſuch Toyes rEſide, | 
1nd waft me croſs the Main, ſans wind and tide. 


V. 


Would I deſcrie :: VA 405 a8 
Thoſe radiant Manſions __ the Skie, 
Inviſible by Mortal eye ? bs 
My Thoughts, .my:Thoaghts can lay 
A ſhining Track thereto, 
And nimbly fleeting go : | 
Through all the eleven OrbFean ſhove away, 
Theſe too, like Zacod's Ladder, are © 
A moſt Angelick thorough-fare. | 


, F, 


VI 


The Wealth that ſhines | 
In th' Or:ental Mines,; FD 
Thoſe ſparkling Gems which Nature keeps 
Within her Cabinets, -the Deeps, - 


The Verdent Fields,” 
The Rarities the Rich World yields ; 
Rare Stryctures, whoſe each gilded ſpire 
Climers like Lightoing; which,while men admire, 
( : ; E 4 They 
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.>- They-deemthe-neighbouring Skie'on fire, i , 
Thefſe.can gaze upon and glut mine eyes . 
With Myriads of yarietics. 
As on the front of Piſgah, I 
Can th' Holy Land through theſe my Opticks ſpic 
VIE. Ko 


\ 


| Contemn.we'then 
The peeviſhrage'of men, 
Whoſe violence ne'r can divorce 
. Qur mutual amity.'; 
Or lay ſodamn'd a Curſe | 
As non addreſſes, twixt my thoughts and me : 
For though I ſigh in Irons, They 
Uſe their old freedom, readily obey ; 
And when my boſome- friends deſert me, LA 


vir. 


"Quai then my duelings, Ile embrace 
My Priviledge ; '\make known 
The'high prerogative Lown, 
By-making all allurements give you place; 
Whoſe ſiveet ſociety tome, * - 


of 
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NM A fanduary and'aſhizld ſhall be - - .. 
'Gainſt the tull Quivers of my Deſtiny; ow 


a 
__—_— 


Again T HOUGHTS. 


I. 


Ntolerable Racks / 
D.iitend my Soul no more, 
Loud as the Billows when they roar, 
More dreadful than the hideous thunder cracks, 
Foes inappeaſable /. that ſlay 
My beſt contents, around me ſtand, 
Each like a Fry, with a Torch in hand ; 
And fright me from the hopes of one good Day. 


I. 


When I ſeclude-my felf, and ſay 
How frolick will I be, 
Unferrer'd from my Company 
Vie bath me ini felicity / 
In come theſe Gueſts, 
Which Harps like defile my Feaſts, 


Oh 
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Oh the damn'd Dialogues, the curſed talk 
:T wixt us (my. Thoughts) along a ſullen walk. 


I, 


You, likethe poyſonous Wine 
T he Gallants quaff 
To make 'em laugh, 
And yet at laſt endure 
From thence the tortures of a Ca/entere, 
Fool me with teign'd reteRions, till I lie 
Stark raveing in a Bedlam extalie. 


IV. 


Do I dread FED 
The Starry Throne and Majeſty _ 
| Of that High God, g 
Who batters Kingdoms with an Iron Rod, 
And makes the Mountains ſtagger with a nog ? 
That fits upon the glorious Bow, 
Smiling at changes here below. 
Theſe goad me to hisgrand Tribunal, where 
They tell me I with horror muſt appear, 


 Andantedate amazements by grim fear. 


Would 
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V-. 


WouldIdeſcry _ 
Thoſe happy Soul's bleſt Manſions 'bove the Sky, 
Inviſible by mortal: eye, 
And in a noble ſpeculation trace 

A journey to that ſhining place ? 

Can I afford a ſigh or two, 
Or breath a Wiſh that I might thither gO: 
Theſe clip my Plumes, and chill my blazing Love 
That Olcannot, eatfior ſoar above, | 
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VI. 


Fhe Fire that ſhines 
In Subterranean Mines, 
The ChiryQall'd ireams, _. 
The ſulphur Rocks that glow upon 
The torrid banks of Phlegeton.; 
Thoſe: ſooty Fiends, which Nature keepss 
Bolted and barr'd up in the deeps ; by 
Black Caves wide Chaſms which who ſee confeſs 
Types of the Pit ſo 0 deep, ſo bottomleſs: 


Theſe 
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Theſe myſteries, though I fain would not behold, 
You to my view unfold : 
Like an Old Roman Criminal, to the high 


Tarpeian Hill you force me up, that I 
May ſo be hurried headly down, and Die, 


Mention not then 
The ſtrevgth, and faculties of men; 
| Whoſe Arts cannot expell 
Theſe anguiſhes, this boſome-Hell, 
When down my aking head I lay 
In hopes to ſlumber them away ; 
Perchance I do beguile | 
The Tyranny a while, 
One or two minutes,' then thay throng again; 
And reafſault me with a trebled pain : 
Nay though I ſob in Fetters, they 
Spare me not then ; perplex me each ſad day, 
And whom a very Turk would pity, flay. 


Hence, 
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_vIIT. 


Hence, Hence, (my Jaylors | ) Thoughts be 
Let my Tranquillities alone. (gone 
Shall I imbrace 
A Crocodile, or place 
My choice affections on the fatal Dart, 
That ſtabs me to the heart ? 
I hate your curſt proximity, 
Worſe than the venom'd arrows heads that be 
Cramm'd in the quivers of my Deſtiny. 


Tz F _ 
Tue _ 
_— ee ee en oY 


A Dooms-Day T bought. 


Anno 165g. 


Cagment! twoſyllables can make 
The haughtieſt Son of Adam ſhake, 
'Tis coming, and 'twill ſurely come 
The dawning to that Day of Doom; 
O th' morning bluſh of that dread day, 


When Heav'n and Earth ſhall teal away, 
TY a | Shall 
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Shall in their Priſtine Chaos hide, 
Rather than th* angry Judge abide : 
'Tis not far off z methinks I ſee 
Among the Stars ſome dimmer be; 
Some tremble, as their Lamps did.fear 
A Neighbouring Extinguiſher. 

The greater Luminaries fail, * 

Their Glories by Eclipſes vail, 
Knowing e're long their borrow d Light 
Muſt ſink in th' Univerſal Night. 

When I behold a Miſt ariſe, 

Strait to the ſame aſtoniſh't Eyes, 

Thy aſcending Clouds do's repreſent, 
A Scene of th? ſmoaking Firmament, 
Oft when I hear a bluſtering Wind 
With a tempeſtuous murmur joyn'd, 

I phancy, Natare in this blaſt, 
Pradtice's how to breath her Laſt, 

Or ſigh's for poor Mans miſery, 

Or pant's for fair Eternity. 


Goto the dull Church-yard, and ſee 
Thoſe Hillocks of Mortality. 
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Where proudeſt Man is only found 
By a ſmall ſwelliWn the Ground : 
What Crouds of Carcaſſes are made 
Slave to the Pickax and the Spade! 
Dig but a foot, or two, to make 
A Cold Bed, for thy dead Friends ſake; 
'Tis odds but in that ſcantling rooni, 
Thou robb'ſt another of his Tomb; 
Orin thy delving ſmit'ſt upon 
A Shinbone, or a Cranion, 

When th' Priſon's full, what next can be 
But the Grand Goal Delivery ? 
The Great Aſſize, when the pale Clay 
Shall gape, and render up its Prey; 
When from the Dungeon of the Grave 
The meager Throng themſclves ſhall heave, 
Shake off their Linnen Chains, and gaze 
With wonder, when the world ſhall blaze, 
Then climb the Mountains, ſcale the Rocks, 
Force op'n the Deep's Eternal Locks, 
Beſeech the Clifts to lend an Ear, 
Obdurate they, and will not hear, 


What? 
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What? ne're a Cavern ne're a Grot 
To cover from the common Laſt 
No quite forgotten Hold, toly 
Obſcur'd, and paſs the reck'ning by ? 
No——Ther's a quick all piercing Eye 
Can through the-Earth's dark Center pry; 
Search into th? bowels of the Sea, 

And compreh-nd Eternity. 


What ſhall we do then, when the voice 

Of the ſhrill T-#mp with ſtrong fierce noiſe 
Shall pierce our Ears, and ſummon all 
To th' Univerſe wide Judgment-Hall? 

What fhalt we do, we cannot hide, o 
Nor yet that ſcrutiny abide : 
When cnlarg'd Conſcietice loudly ſpeaks; 
And all our boſom-ſecrets breaks ; 
When flames ſurround, and greedy Hes 
Gapes ſor a Booty, («who can dwell 
With everlaſting Burnings !) when 
Irrevocable words ſhall paſs on Men ; 
Poor naked Mzn, who ſometimes, thought 
Theſe frights perhaps would come to nought ! 


What 
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What ſhall we do) we cannot rur 
For Refuge, or the ſtrit Judee ſhun] 


Tis too late 7hen to think what courſe to take, 
hile we live here, we mult proviſion make: 


Virtus ſola manet, cetera 


mortis erunt. 


| 


Wnquam ſitivi, que vehit aureo 
-- Y PaQtolus alveo flumina ; quo magis 
Potatur Hermus, tanto avar es 


Mentuz Hydrops ſitibundus ardet. 


[I. 


ruſiya caduct carceris incola 
olirer Arces; quilibet,angults 
at ofſa poſt manes reponet; 
Exiguum ſatu eft Sepulchrum: 


F 
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II. 


Ni flemma penſo, nil titulos moyoy, 
Cerafve aviti ſanguinis indices, 
Sunt ifia fatorum, inque Lethes 
Nanufragium patientur undis. 


IV. 19 


Ergo in quieto pefFovis ambitu 
Quid Mens anhelas fulgura glorie, 
Laudeſque inanes, © loquacen 


Que populti ſedet ore, famam. 
| Wi 


Letho ſuperſies gloria, ſomnit 
Dulcedo vana eft, fama malignior, 
Nil tangit umbras, nec feretrum 
Ingreditur Popularis Aura. 


VT. 


Manſura ſefor, ſola ſed invid; 
Expers Sepulchri ſydera trajicit, 


Spernen|: 
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Spernenſque fatorum tumultus 
Pellit humum generoſa Virius, 
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VII. 


Preceps HOVOYUM cetera menſium 
onſumet etas, ſeraque tempor ts 
Delebit annoſt vetuſt as 

topicz nova Regna Lune, 


Tranſlated, 


T. 
' Never thirſted for the Golden Flood, 
Which o're Pat7olns wealthy ſands do's roul, 


rom whence the covetous mind receives no good; 
But rather ſwells the droplte of his Soul: 


It. 


Dn Pallaces why ſhould I ſet my Mind, 
Impriſon'd in his Bodies mouldring clay ? 

e long to poor ſix foot of Earth confin'd, 
Whoſe bones muſt crumble at the fatal day, .} 


; | FE 2 Titles 
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von 
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Titles and Pedigrees, what are they to me, 
Or honour gain'd by our Fore-Fathers toil, 

The Sport of Fate, whoſe gaudieſt Pageantry 

 Zethe will waſh out, dark Oblivion ſoyl? 


IV. 


—_— 


Why then (my Soul) who fain would be at eaſe, 
Should the Worlds glory dazle thy bright Eye! 


Thy ſelf wth vain applauſe why ſhould*ſt thou 
(pleaſe 


Or dote on Fame, which Fools may take from 
(Thee! 
V, 


Praiſe after death is but a pleaſant dream, 
The Dead fare ne*r the worſe for ill report ; 

The Ghoſts below know nothing of a Name, 
Nor ever Popular Carcaſles court, 


VI. 


Give me the laſting Good, Vertse, that flies, 


Above the Clouds, that tramples on dull Earth, 
Exempt 


þ 
1 
1 
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xempt from Fates tumultuous Muttinies, 
Vertue, that cannot need a ſecond Birth - 


VII. 


\]l other things muſt bend their heads to Time. 

By Ages mighty Torrent born away, 
Hereafter no more thought on than my Rhime, 
Or Faery Kingdoms in T/topa. 


Pſalm 15. Parapbras'd. 


VERSET. 


(Throne 
Ho ſhall approach the dread Fehova's 


Or dwell within thy Courts, O Holy One ! 
That happy man whoſe feet ſhall tread the Road 
Up $:ez's Hill, that Holy Hill of God, 


VERSERT. 


He that's devout and ſtrict in all he does 

That through the ſinful World uprightly goes, 

The deſp'rate heights from whence the great ones 
| (Giddy with fame) turn not his head at all: (fall) 
1k F 3 Stands 
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Stands firm on Honours pinnacle, and fo 

Fears not the dreadful precipice below. 

Of Conſcience, not of Man, he ſtands in awe, 
Juſt to obſerve each tittle of the Law ! 

His words and thoughts bear not a double part, 
His breaſt is open, and he ſpeaks his heart, 


VERSE 1II. 


He that reviſes not, or with cruel words, 
(Deadly as venome, ſharp as two edg'd ſwords) 
Murthers his Friends repute, nor dares believe, 


That Rumour which his neighbour's ſoul may 
(grieve: 


But with kind words embalms his bleeding Name, 
_ off the ruſt, and poliſhes his fame. 


VERSE IV. 


He in whoſe eyes the braveſt ſinners be 
Exrreamly vile, though rob'd in Majeſty ; 

But if he ſpies a righteous man (though poor) 
Him he can honour, love, admire, adore, 

fa Tjract's humbled plains had rather ſtay, 
Th:n in the Tents of Ked ir bear the ſway : 


He 
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He that ſeverely keeps his ſacred vow, 
No mental reſervation dares allow , - 


But what he ſwears, intends; will rather dy, 
Loſe all he has, than tell a ſo/emn Ly. 
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V. 


He that extorts not from the needy Soul, 
When Laws his Tyranny cannot controul ; 
He whom a thouſand Empires cannot hire, 
Againſt a guiltleſs perſon to conſpire, 


He that has theſe perfections, needs no more = 
"BE What treaſures can be added to his ſtore : 
© The Pyramids ſhall turn to duſt, to hide 
Their own yaſt bulk, and haughty Founders pride. 
Leviathan ſhall dye within his deep ; 
The eyes of Heaven cloſe in eternal ſleep ; 
Confuſion may o'rewhelm both Sea, and Land ; 
Mountains may tumble down, but he ſhall ſtand. 
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| Biak be the days that feeble man muſt breath, 
Yet frequent Troubles antedate his death: Ml : 
Gay like a flow'r he comes, which newly grown, | 
Fades of it ſelf, or 1s untimely mown: 

Like a thin Atry ſhadow does he flie, 
Lengthning and ſhortning ſtill until he die : 
And does Jehovah think on ſuch a one, 

Does he behold him from his mighty throne ? 
Will he contend with ſuch a worthleſs thing, 
Or Duſt and Aſhes into Judgment bring ? 


Unclean, unclean is man ev'n from the Womb, 
Unclean he falls into his drowzy Tomb. 
Surely, he cannot anſwer God, nor be 
Accounted pure, before ſuch purity, 


Nudus 
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Nudus Redibo. 


AkedI came, when I began to be- 
Ny. man among the Sons of Miſery, 
Tender, unarm'd, helpleſs and quite forlorn 
Ere ſince 'twas my hard fortune to be born ; 
And when the ſpace of a few weary days 
Shall-be expir'd, then muſt I go my ways. 
Naked [ ſhall return, and nothing have, 


Nothing wherewith to bribe my hungry grave. 


Then what's the proudeſt Monarch's glittering 


(Robe, 
Or what's he more, than I that rul'd the Globe ? 


Since we muſt all without diſtigion die, 
And ſlumber both ſtark naked, He and I. 


AN ELEGY 
Onthe EARL of 


SANDWICH: 


F there were ought in Verſe,at once could raiſe, 
I tender pity, or immortal praiſe, 

Thine Obſequies,brave Jandw:ich would require 
What ever would our nobler thoughts inſpire ; 
But ſince thou find'ſt by thy unhappy fate, 
What 'tis to be unfortunately Great, 

Ang purchaſe Honour at too dear a rate : 
The Muſes beſt attempt, how e're'deſign'd, 
Cannot but prove impertinently kind, 

Thy glorious Valour is a Theam too high, 
For all the humble Arts of Potſie, 

To fide with chance, and Kingdoms over-run 
Are little things Ambitious Men have done ; 


But on a flaming Ship thus to deſpiſe 
That life, which others did ſo highly prize ; 


To fight with Fire, and ſtruggle with a Wave, 
And Neptune with unwearied Arms out-brave, 


Are deeds ſurpaſſing fabulous Chronicle, 


And which no future Age can parallel ; 
Leviathan himſelf's outdone by Thee, 


Thou greater wonder of the Deep, than he : 
Nor could the Deep thy mighty Aſhes hold, 
The Deep that ſwallows Diamonds and Gold, 
Fame ev'n thy ſacred Relicks, does purſue, 
Richer than all the Treaſures of Peru: 

While the kind Sea, thy breathleſs body brings 
Safe to the bed of Honour and of Kings. 


_—_— 
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An Epitaph on the Earl of 


SANDWICH. 


Ere lies the Duſt of that illuſtrious Man, 
That triumph'r o're the Ocean ; 
Who for his Country nobly courted death, 


And dearly fold his glorious Breath, 
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Orin a word, 1n this cold narrow Grave 
Sandwich the Good, the Great, the Brave, 
(Oh trail Eſtate of Sublunary things / ) 


Lyes equal here with Eng/and's greateſt Kings. 


{ 


——  — 


PASTOR A L: 


l. 


' A T break of day poor Celador 
Hard by his Sheepfolds walk't alone, 


His Arms a croſs, his Head bow'd down, 
His Oaten Pipe beſides him thrown, 


When Thirſis hidden in a Thicket by, 
Thus heard the diſcontented Shepherd cry. 


II. 


What is it Ce/adon has done, 
That all his Happineſs is gone ! 
The Curtains of the dark are drawn, 


And chearful morn begins to dawn, 
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Yet in my breaſt 'tis ever dead of night; 
That can admit no beam of pleaſant light, 


VIII. 


You pretty Lambs do leap and play 
To welcom the new kindled day, 
Your Shepherd harmleſs, as are you, 
Why 1s he not as frolick too / 

If ſuch diſturbance th' Innocent attend, 
How differs he from them that dare offend ! 


IV. 


Ye Gods ! or let me die, or live, 
If T muſt die, why this reprieve ? 
If you would have me live, O why 
Is it with me as thoſe that die ! 
I faint, Tgaſp, I pant, my eyes are ſet, 
My Cheeks are pale, andI am living yet, 


V. 


Ye Gods! I never did withold 
The fatteſt Lamb of all my fold, 


POEMS. 
But on your Altars laid it down, 
And with a Garland did it crown; 


Is it in vain to make your Altar ſmoke ? 
| Tsit all one, to pleaſe, and to provoke ? 


28 


VI. 
Time was that I could ſit and ſmile, ; 
Or with a dance the Time beguile, 


My Soul like that ſmooth lake was (ill, 
Bright as the Sun behind yon Hill, 
Like yonder ſtately Mountain clear, and high, 
Swift, ſoft, and gay as that ſame Butterfly. 


VIL 


But now With» there's Civil War, 


In arms my rebel Paſſions are, 
Their old Allegiance laid aſide, 


The Traitors now in Triumph ride ; 
' That matriy headed Monſter has thrown down 
Its lawful Monarch Reaſon, from its Throne. 


POEMS. 
VIII. 


See unrelenting JyIvia, See, 
All this, and more is long of Thee : 
For e'rI ſaw that charniing fate, 
Uninterrupted was my peace, 
Thy glorious beamy eyes have ſtruck me blind, 
To my own Soul the way I cannot find. 


IX. 


Yet is it not thy fault nor mine 

Heav'n is to blame, that did not ſhine 
Upon us both with equal Rays, 

* Tr made thine bright, mine gloomy days, 
To Sylvia beauty gave, and riches ſtore, 

All Celador''s offence is, he is poor, 


> 0 


Unlucky Stars poor Shepherds have, 
Whoſe love is fickle Fortune's Slave : 
Thoſe golden days are out of date, 
When every Turtle choſe his Mate : 


Cupid 
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Cupid that mighty prince then uncontroul'd, V\ 
Now like a little Negro's bought and ſold, 


— — _ _ ITS 


On the Death of F 
Mr. Pelham Humtrics, 


Paſtoral Song. 


Tl 


[d you not hear the hideous Grone, 
The Shrieks, and heavy Menc 
That fpread themſelves o're all the penfive plain ; 
And rent the breaſt of many a tender Swain ? 
'Twas for Amintas, Dead and gone. 
Sing ye forſaken Shepherds, ſing H# Praiſe 
In careleſs Melancholy Layes, 
Lend H:m a little doleful Breath : 
Poor Amintas ! cruel Death! 
"T was Thoucould'it make Dead words to live, 
Thou that dull numbers could'ſt inſpire 
With charming Voice, and tuneful Lyre, 
That Life to all, but to Ty [ef could'ſt give; W 


Why 
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Why could'ſt Tho not 74y.wqandrous Art bequeath 
Poor Amintas! Cruel Death! 
Sing pigus Shepherds, while you may, 
Before th* approaches of the Fatal Day:  , | 
F or you your ſelves that -fing this mournful Song, 
Alas! &te it be lohg, 
Shall, like Amintas Breathleſs be, - 
Though more forgotten in the Grave, than He, 


. —_— 
——_——_pR_— ——_—_ 


The M iſtake. 
"TTY 


| Heard a young Lover in terrible pain, © (leaR, * 

From whence i! he pleas'd, he might ſoon be rc . 
He Swore, and he Vow'd again and agatn, 

He could not out-live the turmoils of his breaft ; 

But, alas, the young Lover found (ground; 

Knew little how cold Love would prove under ' 


Why ſhow;d I believe,” prithee Love tell me 


(why, 


Where my own n Fleſh and Blood muſ} give me the 


* (Lye! 
Let 


( ; 
ny 


$2 POEMS: 
Let*em tant white they will, and their Deſtinig 
| | (braye 
They'l find their flames vaniſh on this ſide th 
(grave: 

For tho! all addreſſes on purpoſe are made 
To be huddledto bedy-tis'at meant,with a ſpads 


” 
_m—__ ll. ——_— 
—_——_—— — EQ —. ———————_ 
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T be Incredulows. 


SONG. 


| an ne're believe for trephon's ſake 

That Zove,( what e'r its fond pretences be) 
Is not a flave to mutability, | 

The Moon and that alike of change partake : 
Fears are weak, and catinot bind, 

Vowes alas / but empty wind : 

The greateſt Art that Nature gave 


To th' Amorous Hypocrite to make him kind, 
Long e're he dies will take its leave, 


Had you but ſeen, as I have done, 
Ctrephon's tears, and heard his mone, 


How 


POEMS. 
| How pale his Clicek, how dim his Eye, 
"Y As if with Chlor55 he tefolv'd to dye ; 
y And when her ſpstleſs Soul was fled 
Heard his amazing praiſes of the Dead 
Yetin a very little timte addreſs 

His flame to atiother Shepherdeſs, 
"Bi In a few days giving his Love the Lye, 

You'd be as great.an [nfidel as; * 


b 


e 


WV eeping at Parting. 
$.0 N G, 
[. 


O gentle Oriand, 20, 

Thou ſeeſt the Gods will have it oj 
Alas! Alas! *tis much in vain 
Ot their ill uſage to complain, 
To curſe them when we wart telief, 
Leſſens our courage, not our grief : 
Dear Oriana wipe thine eye, 


The Time may come, that thou, and f 
f © p 4 Shalk 


| Bonn 


Shall meet again, long, long to prove 

W aat Vigour abſence adds to love, 
Smile Or:ana then, and let me ſee, 
Faat look again, which ſtole my liberty. 


II. 


But ſay that Or:anadie, 
And that ſad moment may be nigh, 
The Gods that for a year can ſever, 
It it pleaſe them can part us ever ; 
They that refreſh, can make us weep, 
And into Death can l:ngthen fleep, 
Kind Or:ana ſhould I hear 
The thing I ſo extreamly fear, 
"Twill not be trange, if it be faid, 
Alter a while, I too, am dead. 
Weep Orzana, weep, for who does know, 
Whether we e'r ſhall meet again below, 


The 


POEMS. 8 


The Deſperate Lover, 


I. 


Mighty King of Terrors, come! 
Command thy Slave to His long home: 

Great SanQtuary Grave !/*to thee © 

In throngs the miſerable flic ; 

Encircl'd in -thy frozen Arms, 

They bid defiance to;yheir harms, 
Regardleſs of thoſe pond'rous little things, 
That diſcoripoſe th? uncaſie heads of King S, 


Ws 


[n the cold Earthhe Pris'net lies: 
Ranſoth'd fromcall his miſcries, 
Himſelf forgotren /\lieforgets * 7) 
His eruel Oreditors! "and Debts . © 
Andtherein everlaſting peace '** © 
Contentions with their Authors ceaſe. 
* A Turf of Graſs or Monument of Stone, 


Umpires the pretty competition. 
| G } Thg 
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86 


The diſappointed Lover there, 
Breaths not ſigh nor ſheds a tear ; 
With us (fond tools) he never ſhares 
In ſad perplexities and cares: 
The Willow near bis Tomb: that grows 
Revives his Memory, not his Woes, 
Or rain, or ſhine, he is advanc't above. 
Th' affronts of Heaven, and ſtratagerns of Love. 


TY 
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Then mighty Kang of Ferars come, 
Command thy Slave to his long home. 
And thou my friend that lov'ſt me belt, 
Seal up theſe eyes thatbrake myreſt ; 
Put out the lights, | beſpeak,my Kaell, 
And then eternally farewel,? 1i-)- 
'Tis all th* amends our wretched -Fates can give, 
That none can force a deſperate mano Live, 


Te 
SELL WILD 


POEMS. 


T be Fatigue. 


A SONG, 


Dieu fond World, and all thy Wiles, 

Thy haughty frowns, and Treacherous ſmiles 
They that behold thee with my eyes, 

Thy double dealing will deſpiſe ; 

From thee falſe World, my deadly Foe, 

Into ſome defart let me go ; 

Some gloomy melancholly Cave, ; 

Dark and ſilent as the Grave, 

Let me withdraw ; where I may be 

From thine impertinenicies free - 
There when I hear the Turtle grone, 
How ſweetly would F make my mone } 
Kind PhiJomet would teagh me there 
My ſorrows pleaſantly to bear : 

There could I correſpond with none 
But Heaven, and iny own neo alone, 


G % 


POEMS. 


The Reſolve. . 


SON G. 
| 
Ad Phillis neither Charmes, nor Graces 


More than the reſt of women wear, 
Levell'd by Fate with common faces, 
Yet Damon could eſteem her fair. 


3 , e- TI, 

Good natur'd Love can ſoon forgive, 
Thoſe petty in Juries of time, 

And all th' affronts of years impute , 
To her misfortune, not her.crime. | 


-#1E. 


Wedlock put's Loye upon, the Wrack, {.' a4 Wk 
Makes it. conkeſs.” 'tis ill the ſame 
An Icy Age, asit appear'd, 

| At firſt when all was lively flame. 


© 
- 


wa 


POEMS. 


IV. + & 4 2. 


If Hymen's ſlaves, whoſe cars are bor'd, 
Thus conſtant by compulſion be, 
2 Why ſhould not choice indear us more. 
) * Thenthemtheir hard neceſſity. 
Phills | *tis true, thy Glaſs does run, 
But ſince mine too keepsequalipace, 
[7 My ſilver hairs naay-trouble thee,” 
As muth as'me'thy ruin'd Face: 


4 = # « & » w# 
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Whoſe Laws inviolable are, - 
Not like thoſe rambling Meteors there 
That forete] uls, and diſagpear 


SISTEOS '4 | 
So ſhall a pleaſing calm attend, 
Our long uneaſie Deſtiny, 
$0 ſhall our loves, and lives expire 
*From Storms and Tempeſt ever free. 


Then let us conſtant be as Heaven, ; +» 
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Love's 


oowny 


- 8 POEMS. 


LOVE:' Bravo. 


SONG. 


Wo ſhould we murmur, why repine | 
Phillis at thy Fate, or mine ? 
Like Pris'ners, why do we thoſe Fetters ſhake, 
Which neigher thov, nor I can break ? 
There is a better way to baffle Fate, 
If Mortals would but mindit, 
And 'tis nat hard to find it-; 
Who would be happy, muſt be deſperate ; 
He muſt deſpiſe thoſe Stars that fright 
Only Fools that dread the night, 
Time and chance he muſt out-braye, 
He that crouches is their Slave. 
Thus the wiſe Pagans ill at eaſe, 
Brayely chaſtiz'd their ſurly Deities; 


The Expelfaion 


SONG, 
I. 

WW Hy did | ever fee thoſc glarjoys £558 
My famiſh' t Soul to Tantalize? * / 
I hop'd for Hegy'n, whigh I had Jately ſeems. 

But ne*r Perceiy'd the Gulph between: Y 

In vain tor bliſs did my. AS hh 
My love, Ir Qrong xy ir hol 
I could I not hold my. rongue,.. 

My heart ſo. ſeebl thatT durſi. gt ſpeak < 


I; 


2% 


Yet why dot my conſlitutipns blame Yorwe 
Since all my hgart is out of frame /;  . 
[Twere better (ſure)! my. paſhon t9 ar0nnſs .. 
With hope topalliate my. difcaſe: 
And twill be ſometþing like Tranere ' 
To bopefor that; 4 
I muſt gat; compaly Yer. hen 
And nas a Verve of Necgli Wo. 


CORIDON 


%* 
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Coridon Converted. 
SONG. 
| I, 
WE a Slave didile, 

Entangled in his Phillis eye, 
How did he ſigh* ! how did he grone! up 
How melancholy was his'tone ! 
He told his ſtory to the woods, | 
And wept his paſſion by the floods; nf 


But Phillis, cruel Phils, too too blame, wh 
Regargednothis ſhiferings, nor hisflame. © 


; 
ﬀ. 


Then Coridoy! reſoly'd no more 

His Miſtreſs Mercy to implore 

How did he faugh! how dit he fing / 

How did He nial e the Forreſtring / 

He told his Cotitjiteſts to the woods, 

And drown'd his paſſions inthe'f{60ds': 
Then Phillis, cruel Phillis, TefsTevere' 


Would havg had him;' But tte would none effi 
'4 


oy 
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The Humonrift, 
; JON G: 
I, 
Ood faith I never was but once ſo mad 
To dote upon an idle woman's Face, 
And thenglas / my fortune was ſo bad 
To ſee ahother choſen in my place, 


And yet I courted her Pm very ſure 
With Loye as true as his was, and as pure, 


| II, 


But if I ever be ſo fond again 
To undertake the ſecond part of Love, 


Toreaſſume that moſt unmanlike pain, 
: Þ Or after ſhipwrack do the Ocean prove z 
My Miſtreſs muſt be gentle, kind, and free, 


Or le be as indifferent as ſhe. | 


Fading 


Fall Beaity. 


SONG. 
LL 
S) wy #olt fate alone; 


Hatd by a Rivulets flowry (ide, 
Envious at Nature's new born pridey 


Her flighted ſelf, the thus refleed On. 
He 


Alas! that Nature ſhould tevive 
Theſe flowers, which after Wintet's ſnow 
Spring freſh again #hd brighter ſhew, 

But for onr fairer Sex ſo ill contrive ! 


fl. 


Beauty like theits a ſhort liv's thing, 
On us iti vain ſhe did beſtow; 
Beauty that only otice can grow, 
An Autumn has, but knows no ſecond Sprifig. 


A 
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A DIALOGUE. 


Cloris and. P artheniſſa. 


C. \V, VG y doſt thou all addreſs deny? 
Hard hearted Parihenifa, why ? 

See how the trembling Lovers come, 

That from thy lips expe their dootn: 


P, Cloris! I hate them all, they know, 
Nay I have often told them fo ; 

Their filly politick's abhorr'd : 

I ſcorn to make my Slave my Lord : 


C. But Strephon's eyes proclaim his Love- 
Too brave, tyrannical to prove ? 


P. Ah Cloris ! when we loſe our pow'r 
We muſt obey the Conquerour, 


C. Yet where 2-gentle Prince-beat's ſway; 
Itis no bondage to obey : 


P. But if like Nero, for a while, 
With arts of kindneſs he beguile ; 


4 How ſhall the Tyrant be withſtood ! 
When he has writ his Laws in blood ! 

C. Love; (Partheniſſa) all command's, 
Tv fetters Kings in charming bands ; 
Mars yields his Arms to Cupid's darts, 
And Beauty ſoften's ſavage hearts. 


Chorus: 


If nothing elſe tan pull the Tyrant down, 
Kill him with kindneſs, and the days your own 


+ .. ” 
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' A DIALOGUE. 


Orpheus and Euridice, 
Orpheus, 


CUridice, my fair, my fair Euridice / 
My loye, my joy, my life, if ſo thou be 
In Pluto's Kingdom anſwer me, appear 
And come to thy poor Qrphens.—— 
: Eur, Oh TI hear, 


POEMS. 


Lear, dear Orpheus, but I cannot come 
Beyond the bounds of dull EJ;zinm. 
[ cannot — 
Or, And why wilt thou not draw near I 
Is there within theſe Courts a ſhade ſo dear 
C As he that calls thee ? 
Eur, No, there cannot be 
A thing ſo lovely in mine eyes as thee. 
m_ Why comes not then Enridice? 
Eur. The Fatey 
The Fates forbid, and theſe eternal Gates | 
Never unbarrd, to let a Pris'ner go, . 
Deny me paſſage; nay grim Cerberns too 
d Stands at the door — 


97 


Orp, But cannot ther 

They that o're Lethe go, return agen? 

Eur. Never, oh never / 

Orp. Sure they may, let's try 
If Art can null the Laws of Deſtiny. 
My Layes compacted Thebes, made every Tres 

ELooſen it's roots to caper, come let's ſee 

What thou and I can do ? | 


bl 


Chor, 


95 POEMS. 
| Chor. Perchancy the throng 1 
Of Ghoſts may be enchanted with a ſong, | ( 
And mov'd to Pity; — 
© _ Eur. Harkithe ies mn move 
The Gtte's unbarx rd, Icome, I come my. love. 


Chorus amborim. +143 311 0] 


'Twas Muſick,, only, Muſick, could un-ſpel 
Helpleſs, undone Euri4ice trom Hell. 


—_ F'Y em. —_—_ a qo. ME tt... I. 
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The Batchelors Song = 


Ike a Dog with a.Bottle, faſt tid to his tail, 
Like Vermin n a trap; ora Thiefin a Jail, 
Or like a Tory i in a Bog, 


Or an Ape with a Clog : Xe 

Sheh 1 is the man, who when lie might go free, | 
Does his liberty. loſe,, _ " 
For a Matrimony nooſe, ; -F | 


And ſells himſelfinto captivity ;. 
The Dog he do's how), when his bottle does jog, 


id 
1 
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The Vermin, the Thief, and the Tory in vain 

Of the trap, of the. Jail, of the Quagmire com- 
YA EUSA (PL (plain, 
But welfare poor Pug / for he plays with his Clog; 
And though he would be rid 6n't rather than”his 
; (life, 
! Yet he lug's it, and he hugs St, as a man does his 
(wile. 
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T TOw happy a thing werea Wedding : | 
..AndaBedding; co ”_- 
'*Þ If a Man might purcuaſe a Wiſe | 
For a twelve month and a day ; | 
But tolive with her all a man's life, +. | | - 
For ever and for ay, : 
'Till ſhe grow as gray as a Cat, 
Good faith Mr. Parſori, [ thank vou for that. 
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ico POEM S$: 


Advice to an Old Man of fexty three 
_ about to Marry a Girle of ſexteen. 


8$ONG. 
[. t 


| 7 Ow fie upon him ! what is Matt, 

- YWhoſe Life at beſt is but a ſpan ? 
When to an Inch it dwindles down, 
Ice in his bones, Snow on his Crown, 
That he within his crazy brain, 
Kind thoughts of Love ſhould entertain, 
That he, when Harveſt comes ſhould ploy, 

And when 'tis time to reap, go ſow, 
Whoyn imagination only ſtrong, 
Tho' twice a Child,can never twice grow young. | * 


&-.-. A@& 
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Nature did thoſe deſign for Fools, 
That ſue for work, yet have no Tools, 


What 
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What fellow can there be ; 

o In ſuch a ſtrange diſparity ? 
Old age miſtakes the youthful breaſt, 
Love dwells not there, but Intereſt : 
Alas Good Man / take thy repoſe, 
Get Ribband for thy thumbs, and Toes, 

Provide thee Flannel, and a fheet of Lead, 
Think on thy Coffin, not thy Bridal Bed, 


The SLIGH T. 
LO NG. 
R I. 
F Did but crave that Imight kiſs, 
It not her Lip, at leaſt her Hand, 
The cooleſt Lover's {requent bliſs, IP 
And rude is ſhe that will withſtand: 
That inoffenſive liberty ; 
|| She (would you think it) in a fume 


Turn'd her about and left the Room, 


Not ſhe, ſhe vow'd, not ſhe. 
H } Wot 
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[I. 


Well Charzeſſah then ſaid I, 


Tf it muſt thus for ever be, 
[ can renounce my {lavery, 


" And ſince you will not, can't be free, 


Many a time ſhe made medye, 
Yet (would you think't) I lov'd the moreg 
But Tle not tak't as heretofore, 
Not I, Ile vow not TI. 
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The PENITENT. 


SONG. 
'L 


Ad I but known ſome years ago 

What wretched Lovers undergo, 
The Tempeſts and the ſiorms that riſe | 
From their beloved's dangerous EYES, 
With how much torment they endure | 
That Ague, and that Calcnture ; : 


Long 


-I 
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Long ſince I had my error ſeen, 

Long'ſince repented of my ſin: 

Toolate the Souldier dread's the Trumpets ſound 
That newly has recetv'd his mortal wound. 


LL 


But ſo adventurous was I 

My Fortunes all alone to try, 
Needs mult I kiſs the burning light, 
Becauſe it ſhin'd, becauſe *twas bright, 
My heart with youthful heat on fire, 

I thought ſome God did me inſpire ; 
And that blind zeal emboldned me, 
| Tattempt Althea's Deity ; 

Surely thoſe happy pow'rs that dwell above, 
Ornever courted, or enjoy'd their loye, 


—_ 
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T be Defance. 


SONG. 


E not too proud imperious Dame, 

Your charms are tranſitory things, 

_ May melt, while you at Heaven aim, 
Like Icarus's waxen wings ; 

And you a part in his misfortunes bear, 

Drown'd in a briny Ocean of deſpair. 


TE. 


You think your beauties arc above. 
The Poets Brain, and Painters Hand, 
As if upon the Throne of Love 
 Youonly ſhould the World command : 
Yet know, though you preſume your title true, 


There are pretenders, that will Rival you, 


Hl, 
There's an experienc't Rebel, Time. 
And in his Squadrons Poverty ; 


There's 
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There's Age that bring's along with him 
A terrible Axtillery : 

And if againſt all theſe thou keep'ſt thy Crown, 

' Th? Uſurper Death will make thee lay it down. 
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T be Surrender. 


SONTC. 


| F. Yicld, I Yield! Divine A/theo, ſee 
| How proſtrate at thy feet I bow, 
Fondly in love with my Captivity, 

So weak am I, ſo mighty thou / 

Not long ago could dehie, 

Arm'd with Wine and Company, 

Beauties whole Artillery : 

| Quite vanquiſh't now by thy miraculous Charms ; 

Here fair, Althea, take my Arms, 
For ſure he cannot be of Humane Race, 
That can reſift ſo bright, ſo ſweet a Face, 
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The W HIM, 


FONG. 


[ by 
Hy ſo ſerious, why ſograve? 
Man of buſineſs, why ſo muddy ? bo 
Thy ſelf irom chance thou canſt not ſave I 
With all thy care and ſtudy, 
Look merrily then, and take thy repoſe ; 
For *tis to no purpoſe tolook ſo forlorn, 
Since the world Was as bad,before thou wer't born 
And when it wall mend who knows? 
Anda thouſand year hence *tis all one, 
If thou lay'ſt on a Dunghill,or ſateſt on a Throne 3 


II. 


To be troubled to be ſad, 
Carking Mortal*tis a folly, 

For a pound of pleaſure's not ſo bad 
As an ounce of Melancho) y: 


A 
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ince all our lives long we travel towards Death, 


Let us teſt us ſometimes, and bait by the way, 
Tis but dying at laſt; 1n our race let us ſtay, 
And we ſhaft beſo ſoon ont of breath, 


Sit the Comedy out, and that done, 


; When the Play's at an end, let the Curtain fall 
| | | (down. 


"——___ OOO 


Th RENEGADO. 
$0 NG. 
I. 


Remov dfrom fair Urania's eyey 
Into a Village far away : 
Fond Aftrophil began to ſay, 
Thy charms T/ranial deſpile ; 
Go bid ſome other Shepherd for thee dy, 
That never underſtood thy Tyranny. 


mn. 


Return'd at length the amorous Swain, 
Soon as he ſaw his Dietie, 


Ador'd 
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Ador'd again, and bow'd his knee, 

Became her Slave, and wore her Chain ; 
The needle thus that motionleſs did ly, (nigh þ Y 
Trembles, and moves, when the lov'd Loadſtone' 


V 
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PHILLIS withdrawn. 


| # 
Did but ſee her, and ſhe's ſnatch't away, | 
I find I did but happy ſeem; | 
So ſmall a while did my contentments ſtay, 
As ſhort and pleaſant as a dream: | 


Yet ſuch are all our ſatisfaQions here, 
They raiſe our hopes, and then they difappear. |) 


IF 


# 


Ill natur'd Stars that evermore conſpire. - 
To queneh poor S?rephon's flame, 
To ſtop the progreſs of his ſwift defire, 
And leave him but an Aery Name; 
Why art thou doom'd (of no pretences proud) 


Exion-likethus to embrace a Cloud ? 


Yeti 
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IT. 


1.8 Yet why ſhould Ftrephon murmur,why complain, 
'; Orenvy Phillis her delight, 
_ © Why ſhould her pleaſures be to him a pain, 
Eaſier perhaps out of his ſight ? 
| No, Strephon, no! It Phillis happy be, 
Thou ſhould'ſt rejoyce, what e'r becom's of Thee, 


IV. 


' Amidſt the charming Glories of the Spring ? 
In pleaſant Fields and goodly Bowers 
Indulgent Nature ſeems concern'd to bring 
All that may bleſs her innocent hours, 
While thy diſaſtrous Fate has ty'd thee down 


To all the noiſe and tumult of the Town, 


V. 


Srephon that for himſelf expedts no good 
To Ph:l/is wiſhes every where, 


Along ſerenity without a Cloud, 
Sweet as theſe ſmiles of th' Infant year, 


May 


Fi 
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May Halcyons in her boſome build their neſt, 
What ever ſtorms ſhall diſcompoſe my breaſt; 


4 - * W 0 TS + 32 LS £3 
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The Malecoment. 


cn SONG, 


Ny Hills, O'Phillir / Thou art fondly v vaing 
My wavering thonghts thus to moleſt, 
Why ſhould my pleaſure be the only pain, 
— That mutorment my eaſje breaſt ? 
If with Prometheus 1 had toll o fire, 
| Fire from above; -+ 
AS ſcotching and as briphe, as that of jovbl 
I might deſerve Fove's ire, 
A Vulture then might on myLiverſecd, 
But now eternally I bleed, 
And yet on Thee, on Thee lies all the blame, 
Who freely gav'ſttheFewel and the Flame: 


FW many hand. - 1 ks 
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T be TIndiferent, 
SONG, 


Rithee confeſs for my ſake, and your own; 
Am I the Man or no 
If I am he, thou can'ſt not do't too ſoon, 
If not, thou can t not be too ſlow ; 
If Woman cannot love, Man's folly” s great 
Your Sex with ſo much zeal to treat ; 
But if we freely proffer toputſne 
Our tender thoughts and ſpotleſs love, 
Which nothiog ſhall remove, 
And you deſpiſe all thus, pray what are you ?. 


The HAR BOUR. 


_— oc 


1 


—_— 


'Tedious hopes! when will the ſtorm be o're! 


) When will the beaten Vellel reach the; 
e (hore / 


Long 
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Long havel ſtriv'n with bluſtring w.nds and tides, 
Clouds o're my head, Waves.on my {1d es! 
Which in my dark adventures high did ſwell, Li 
While Heaven was black as Hell, 

O Love, tempeſtuous Love, yet, yet at laſt, 

Let me my Anchor caſt, k 
And for the troubles I have undergone, 

O bring me to a Port which I may call my own, IL 


* 
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T be Unconcerned. 


SONG. 


Ow that the World is all in atnaze, 
— - YDrums, and Trumpets rending Heav'ns, 
Wounds a bleeding, Mortals dying, 
Widows and Orphans piteouſly crying ; 
Armies marching, Towns in a blaze, 
Kingdoms and States at ſixes and ſeven: 
What ſhould an honeſt FeHow do, | 
Whoſe courage, and fortunes run equally low ? 


Let 
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f Tet himlive fay Trill hisglaſs be ry, 

As eaſily as lite may, (ther, 

Let the wine, and the ſand of his glaſs flow i tOge- 

For Life's but a winters day; 

Alas from Sun to Sun, 

The time's very ſhort; very dirty the weather, 
And we ſilently creep Lays. , 

Let him nothing do, he could with undone; 4 
And keep himſelf ſafe from the noiſe of Gun, 


em, 
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The Immoveable. 
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To 


(Kite tha the Skie be conded ore, 


And Heav'ns influence ſmile no more ? 
Though Tempeſts rife, and Earthquakes make 
he giddy World's foundation ſhake ? 

A gallant breaſt contemns the feeble blow 
of angry Gods; and ſcorns what Fate can go, 


[1 Whit 
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What if Alarutns founded be, 
And we muſt face our Enemy, 
If Cannons bellow out a death, 
Or Trumpets woo away our breath ! 
«'Tis brave amidſtthe glittering Throng to die, 
Nay Sampſos like to fall with Company. 


HI. 0 


Then let the Swordman domineer, 


I can, nor Pike, nar Musket fear ; p 
Clog me with Chains, your envies tire, l 
For when I will, I can expire ; | 
, A W 

And when the puling fit of Life is gone, þ\ 


The worſt that crnel mancan'do, is done. 


POEMS. 


The WISH, 


fSoNnG. 
[, 


\_7] Ot to the Hills where Cedars move 
Their cloudy head, not to the Grove 
Of Myrtles in th' Z/4/ i» thade, 
Nor Tempe which the Poets made ; 
Not on the ſpicy Mountains play ; 
Or travel to Ar4b7a + 
| aim not at the careful Throne, 
BWhich Fortunes darlings fit upon ; 


No, no, the beſt this fickle world can give, 


Has but a little, little time to live. 
IT. 


| But let me ſoar, O let me flic 
Beyond poor Earths benighted eye, 


I 2 


 Beyogd the pitch ſwift Eagles towre, 
Above the reach of humane Power ; 


115 


Aloe 
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Above the Stars, above the way, 
Whence Ph#bus darts his piercing ray, 
O let me tread thoſe Courts that are, 

 _ Sobright, ſo pure, ſo bleſt, ſo fair, 
As neither thou, nor I muſt never know L 
On Earth, *tis thither, thither would I go. 
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The COR DIAL. 


In the Tear 1657. 
SONG, 
= 


Dy you hear of the News (O the News) how | 
(it thunders / 


Do but ſee, how the block-headed Multitude won- 
| (ders ff 


One fumes,and ſtamps, and ſtares to think upon 
What others wiſh as faſt, Confuſion. 
One ſwears w'are gone, another juſt agoing, 
While a third fits and cryes, 


"Till 
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*Till his half blinded eyes, 
Call him pitiful Rogue for ſo doing. 
Let the tone be what 'twill that the mighty Ones 
(utter, 


Let the cauſe be what *twill why the poorer ſort 
( mutter ; 


I care not what your State con founders do, 
4 | Nor what the ſtout repiners undergo : 
I cannot whine at any alterations ; 
Let the Swede beat the Dane 2 
Or be beaten again, 
What am I in the Croudof the Nations ? 


| ” (together ; 
What eare I if the North and South Poles comes 
If the Turk, or the Pope's Antichriſiian, or net- 
If fine Afr 22 be (as Naſo ſaid) (ther ; 

| From Mortals in a peeviſh fancy fled : 

il Rome, when *twas: all on fire, her People 
"Twas an Emperor eould ſtand (mourning, 
With his harp in his hand, 

Sing and play, whilet't2 City was burning. 


Th I 3 Celtagon 


* — _ 
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Celadon on Delia ſrnging. 


() Delia! for I know 'tis the, 
It muſt b: ſhe, for nothing elſe could moye 
My tunelcſs heart, than ſomething from Above. 
I hate all earthly Harmony : 
Hark, Hark ye A'ymphs, and S:yrs all around ! 
Hark how the bafled Eccho faints; fee how ſhe dies 
Look how the winged Quire all gaſping lye's 
At the melodious ſound ; 
See, while ſhe (ings 
How they droop and hang their wings ! 
Angelick, Delia, ſ1ng no more, 
Thy ſong's too great for mortal ear; 
Thy charming notes we can no longer bear : 
O then in pity to the World give o're, 
Andleave us ſtupid as we were before. 
Fair De/;atake the fatal choice, 
Or vell thy beauty, or ſuppreſs thy Voice. 


His paſſions thus poor Celadon betray'd, 


When firit he ſaw, when rſt he heard the lovely 
Matd. The 


P 0 E*M. S$: 


T be Advice. 


SONG. 


I. 


Qor Celia once was very fair, 
A quick bewitching eye ſhe had, 
Moſt neatly look't her braided hair, 
Her dainty cheeks would make you mad, 
Upon her lip did all the Gyaces play, 
And on her breaſt ten thouſand Cupids lay] 


M. 


Then many a doting Lover came 
From ſeventeen till twenty ove, 
Lach told her of her mighty flame, 
But ſhe (forſooth) affecFed none, 
| One was not handſome, t other was not flae, 
This of Tobacco ſmelt, and that of Wine. 


HI. 


But t-other day it was my fate, 
To walk along that way alone, 


L 4 
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I ſaw no Cofch before her oate, 
But at the'door I heard her mone, 


She dropt a tear, and ſighing ſeem'd to ſay 
Young Ladies marry, marry while you may ! 


i... AM i. 
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FO 


Mr. S AM. AUST IN 


Of W adhain Coll, OXON, 
Or his moſt unintelligible Poems. 


SIR, 
N that ſmall inch of time I ſtole, to look 
On th' obſcure depths of your my ſterious Book, 
(Heav'n bleſs my eyeſight what Arains did | ſee 
What Steropegeretick Poetry ! 
What Hieroglyphick words, what all, 
In Leafers more than Cabiliſticat: p 
We with our fingers may your Verſes ſcan, 
But all our Noddles underſtand them can | 
No more, than read that dungfork, pothook hand 


That in* Queen's r Colledge Library does ſtand. 
FX Toe Devils bandwrittng in Queen? S Colk Library at Oxford. 


I | The 
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The cutting Hanger of your wit I can't ſee, | 
For that ſame ſcabbard that conceals your Fancy 2 
Thus a black velvet Casket hides a Jewel ; 

And a dark woodhouſe, wholeſome winter Fuel z 
Thus John Trades hin ſtarves out greedy &es, 
By boxing up his new found Rarities 5 

We dread At7zons Fate, dare not look on, 
When you do ſcowre yourSkin in Helicon q 

We cannot ( Lyncens-like) ſee through the walf 
of your ſtrong-Morter'd-Poems ; nor can all 
The {mall ſhot of our Brains make one hole in- 
The Bulwark of your Book, that Fort to win. 
Open your meanings door, O do not lock it ! 
Undo the Buttons of your ſmaller Pocket, 

And charitably ſpend thoſe Angels there, 

Let them inrich and aCtuate our Sphere. 

Take off our Bongraces, and ſhine upon us, 


Though your reſplendent beams ſhould chance to 
(tan us, 


Had you but ſtoln your Verſes, that we might 
Hope in good timethey would have come to lightz 
And felt I not. a ſtrange Poetick heat 

Flaming within, which reading makes meſ weat, 


Vulcas 
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Valcan ſhould take *em, and I'd not exempt 'em, 

Becauſe they be things Q#ibus lumen adempium, 
I thought to have commended ſomething there, 

But all exceeds my commendations far, 

TJ can ſajnothing ; z but ſtand till, and ſtare, 

Andery, O wofndrous,ſtrange, profound,and rare, 

Vaſt Wits muſt fathom you better than thus, 

You merit more than our praile as for us 

The Beetles of our Rhimes ſhall drive full faſt 


The wedges of your worth to everlaſting, (in, 
My Much Apecalypti gs" friend Sam. Auſtin, 
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þ  1-Q' M-YX 
, Ingenious Friend 

Mr. WILLIAM FAITHORN 
On bis Book, of 


Drawing, Etching, azd Graving, 


 Hould F attempt an Elogy, or Frame 
Paper-ſtructure to ſecure thy name, 

The lightning of one Cenſure, one ſtern frown 
Might quickly hazard that, and thy renown, 

But thys thy Book prevents that fruitleſs pain, 

One line ſpeaks purelier Thee,than my beſt train, 
Thoſe Myſteries (once like the ſpiteful mold, _ 
Which bars the greedy Spaniard from his Gold.) + 
Thou doſt untold io every friendly Page, 

Kind to the preſent, and ſucceeding age. 

That Hand, whoſe curious Art prolongs the date 


Of frail Mortality, and baflle's Fate 
With Braſs and Steel, can ſurely potent be, 


| Torcara laſting Monument tor thee : 


= 


j 


 Atleaſt he muſt their Memories abuſe, 
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For my part I prefer (to guard the Dead) 

A Copper-Plate beyond a Sheet of Lead. 

So long as Braſs, fo long as Books endure, 

So long as neat wrought-Pieces Thou *rt ſecure, 
A | Faithorn ſculpſit] is Sharm can ſave 
From dull oblivion, and a gaping grave. 
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0n the Commentaries of 


Meſflire Blaize de MONTLUGC. 
To the Worthy Trauſlator 


CHARLES COTTEN, £fq; 


E that would aptly write of warlike men, | 
a A Should make his Ink of Blood, a Sword his 
(Pen; 
Who writes with leſs than Mayo's mighty Muſe : 

All (Sir) that I could ſay of this great Theme 

(The Brave Montluc) would leſſen his eſteem ; 
Whoſe Laurels too much native verdure have 


To need the Praiſes vulgar Chaptets. crave : 
, | His 
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His own bold hand, what it durſt write,durſt do, 
Grappled with Enemies, and Oblivion too ; 

Hew'd his own Monument, and grav 'd thereon, 
Its deep and durable inſcription. 

To you ( Sir) whom the valiant Author owe's, 
His ſecond Life, and Conqueſt o're his Foes ; 

Ill natur'd Foes, Time and Detraction, 

What is a Stranger's Contribution ! 

Who has not ſuch a ſhare of vanity ; 

To dream that one, who with ſueh induſtry 
Obliges all the World, can be oblig'd by me, 


Cm——— _—_— 
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A Charater of a 
IB E E E' Y-G-O D* 


| Catius and Horace, 


Hor ace. 


WW Hence Brother Caſe,and whether bound ſo 
(faſt? 
Ca. Oh, Sir, you mui excuſe me, Im in haſte, h 
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T dime with my (Lord Mayor) and can't allow 
Time for our eating DireQory ROW, 

Though 1 muſt reeds confeſs, I think my R#/es 


Would prove Pxthagoras and Plato Fools. ( 

Hor. Grave Sir, I mſt acknowleage, "to þ F 
To interrapt at ſuch a nick of time ; ( crime ll, 
Tet ſtay a little Sir, it ts no Sin ; j 
Tow re to ſay Grace ere Dinner edn begin ; 


Since you at food ſuch Virtuoſo are, 
Somme Precepts to an hungry Poet ſpare. 
Ca. I gramt'you Sir,next pleaſure tane in cating 
Is that (as wedo callit)of repeating ; t 
I ill have Krching Syſtems in my mind, 
And from my S!omachs tumes a Brazt well lin'd; 


Hor. Whence, pray Sx, learnt noi thoſe inges ( 
(2401S Arts, 


Bam one:at home, or hir'dfrom foreign parts ! 
Ca. No names Sir (I beſeech you, ) that's foul 
We ne'r name Anthors,only what they ſay,Cplay, 
1,*For Eggs chuſe /ong, the round are out of {4- 
* Unſavovury and diſtaſte;u! to the Nation (ſhion 
*Ere fince the brooding Ramp, they're addle too, 
*In the long Egg lyes Cock a doodle-doo. . 


2. * Chuſe 


. 2. * Chuſe Coleworts planted on-afoil that's dry, 
i Even they-are worſe for th wetting (verily :) 
3. * If Friend from far ſhall come to viſit, then 


(Say thou wouldſt treat the Wight with $79 
$4, 2357's 2 
tDo'at thou forthwith pluck off the cac#/;ng head, 


' And impale Corps on Sp:# as ſoan as dead ; 
For ſo ſhe will be 7ough beyondall meaſure, 
i And Friend ſhall make a trouble of a pleaſure, 
|* Steep't in good Wine let her her life ſurrender, 
' © then ſhe'l eat moſt admirably tender. (beſt, 
4 © Muſhromes that grow in Meadows are the - 
'For ought I know there's Poyſon in the reſt. 
5. *Hg that would many happy Summers ſee, 
'Let him eat Malberries freſh off the Tree, 
' Gather'd before the Sun's too high; for theſe 
t Shall hurt his Stomack leſs than Cheſhire Cheefe. 
6. * Aufidius (had you dane ſo't had undon ye) 
*$weetned his morning's draughts of Sack with 
*But he did ill, to empty veines to give (Honey : 
| Corroding Potion ſex a Lenitive. 
7. * If any man to 4r:7/k do thee inveigle in, 
(Firſt whet thy 20/1{{/e with ſome good Metheg- 


(lar. 


g. If 
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$8. * If thou art bound, and ih continual doubt, , 

© Thou ſhalt get.in no more till ſome. get out, 

* The Muſcle or the Cockle will unlock 


. 


* Thy Bodies 7r1unk, and givea.vent to neck z J 
© Some ſay that Sorre/Steep't in Wine will do F 
© Butto be ſure, put in ſome Aoes too. 


9, * All fhell-fiſþ (with the growing Moon in- 
* Are ever, when he fills her O46, the beſt;(creaſt) 


* But for brave Oyſters, Sir, exceeding tare, 

* They are not to be met with every where ; 

* Your Wall-fleet Oyfters no man will prefer 

© Before the juicy Oraſs-green Colcheſter ; 

* Hungerford Crawfiſh match me if you can, 

© There's no ſuch Crawlers in the Ocean. (think 
10. *Next for your Suppers, you (it may be) 

* There go's no more to't, but juſt eat and drink ; 

© But let me tell you Sir, and tell you plain, 

*Todreſs'em well requires a man of brain Y> 

* His Palate muſt be quick, arid ſmart, and ſtrong; 

* For Sauce, a very Cyitich inthe Tongue, 
11. © He that pays dear for Fz/h,hiy though the 

| (beſt, 
* May pleaſe his F//ormonger, more than his Gueſt 


— 


F 


w 
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| * If he be' ignorant what ſawee is proper; -: +5 * 
«There's Machizvel mthe'Menage of a Supper. 
12,* For Swines-fleſb, guibame: that of the Wi/d 
Purſy'd and hunted all the Forreſt o're; jag 
(He to the liberal:Q4e ne-re quits his love; 2 ? 
* And when hefinds-no Actons grunts at Nues : 
© The Hampſhire Hog with Peaſe and Whey that's 
)Þ © Sti'd up; is neither-good alive nor dead. (fed 
rz. * The :tehdrels of the F7he ate Sallads =_ 
{If whed they #fe in ſeaſoh itriderſtcod.; 
4x4, If 'Servahtsto thy Board x R:bbet bring; 
t Je wiſe, and in the firſt, placecarve a Wing... 
ix. When Fiſh and Fowl: ape right, and arjult 
: AFeceders curifity t "allwage, W_ w E125 
*If any ask, who found the M Myſtery ? | 
(Let him: i inquire no further, [am he, 
16, * Some faney Bread out gfothe-Oyen hot, 
Variety sthe G1utton s happieſtlot. 
17. * It's not enough the 72/97e-you have be;pure 
FW But of YOur 0) / as well _—_ be ſure - - 
18. © If any fault. be in the gezerons, Wine, 
Set it abroad all night, and twill refine; 


But never ſtrein'r, nor let it-paſs through Linen, 
Re Vine 


' 


IIS 
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© J/ine will be worſefor that, as wellas Women, 
r9.* The Vintner'that of Malaga-and Sherry 
© With damn'd ingredients patcheth up Canary, 
With ſegregative things, as Pigeons eggs, : 
© Strait purifies, and'takes away the Yregs. 


ou "Go rocinrgy Stomack roafted frim 
| (will cake 


c The Cure by Leituceis worſe than the Diſcaſs 
21. * Toquicken. Appetite it will-bahoove Ye 

« To feed couragioully,on good Ancbovie, |. 
22. Weſtphalia Hams, and the Bolognia Ag 


(f 
_©For ſecond or third '<ourſe will cleara a paſſage, i 


Bur Lettuce aſter Meals ! fie on't, the Glutton 


Hadbetter feed upon ; Ram-alh: Mutton, 


23. © Twere worth one's while in 1 Palace © or in 
(Cottage, 


* Right well to know the ſundry ſorts of Pottage; 

There is your French Pottage, Nativitybroth, 

© Yet that of Fetter Jane exceeds them borh ; 

* Abont a limb of a departed Typ 
» *© There may you ſee the green herbs boyling up, 

* And fat abundance o're the furnace float, 

© Reſembling Whale-Oyl in a Greenland Boat, 
24. The 
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24, The Kentiſh Pippin” 5 beſt, I dare be bold, 
, hat ever Blew-Cap Cofta-2:monger ſold. 

25. * Of Grapes, Fike the Raiſins of the Sun. 
'I was the Firſt immortal Glory won, 
' By mincing Pickle Herrings, with theſe Raiſin 
And Apples; *T'\was I ſet the world'a gazing, 
*When once they taſted of this Hogan Filh, 
* Pepper and Salt enamelling the Diſh. 

26. ©*Fis u to purchaſe prene Fiſh with great 
(rnatrer, 


* And tiien to ſerve it up in ſcanty Platter; - 
"Nor 15 it [els unſeernly ſomevbelieve, 
(From Boy with greaſy fiſt 4r/14 to receive, 
' But the Cup foul within's enough to make 
© \ ſgremiſhertature puke and turh up flomach. 

27: * Then Brooms and. Naphins and the Flan. 

(ders T\ le, 

Theſe muſt be had too, or the Feaſt you. ſpoil, 
'Things little thought on, and not very gear, 
'And yet how much they coſt one in a year / 


28, * Would'ſt thou rub A/24/after with han ls 
| ({able, 


Or ſpread a Dz7per Cloth on dirty Table ? 
K-24 * Aore 
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* More cofl, more worſhip : Come : be. ala mode 

 * Embeliſh Treat, as thou would do an Oae. 
Hor. O Jearned Sir, how greedily T hear 

Thu elegant Diatriba of good chear / 

New by all that's good, by all provant you love, 

 Þy#turdy Chine of Beefe, and mighty Jove, 

T do conjure thy gravity, let me ſee 

The man that made thee thu Diſcovery ;_ * 

For he that ſees Original's more happy 

Than him that draws by an ill-favour'd Copy, 

O bring me to the man, Tſo admire ! 


The Flint from wAtuce brake forth theſe ſparks of 


(fire, | ( 
What ſatisf tion would the Viſion bring ? 


It ſweet the ſtream, much ſweeter is the ſpring, 


Se Mt. a Y Af DVe2ooam' oO 
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The Diſappointed. 


Pindarique Ode. 
Stanzw I. 


Ft have I pondered in my penſive heart, 
When even from my ſelf I've ſtolln away, 
And heavily conſidered many a day, 
The cauſe of all my anguiſh, and my ſmart : 
Sometimes beſides a ſhady grove, 
(As dark as were my thoughts, as cloſe as was my 
Dejedted havelI walk't alone, - (Love 
Acquainting ſcarce my ſelf with my own moan, 
OnceI reſoly'd undauntedly to hear, 
What *'twas my Paſſtons had to ſay, 
Tofind the reaſon of that uproar there, 
And-calmly, if I could, to end the fray ; 
No ſooner was my reſolution known 
But I was all "Confuſion. 
Fierce Anger, flattering Hope, and black Del pairs, 
Bloody Revenge, and moſt ignoble Fear, 


Now altogether clamorous were, | 
K } Mi; 
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My breaſt a perfeRt Chavs grown, 
A maſs of nameleſs things together hurl'd, 
Like th' formleſs Embrio of the unborn world, 
Juſt as it's rouzing from eternal night, 
Before the great Creator ſaid, Let there be Light 


IT. 


Thrice happy then are beaſts ſaid T, 
That underneath theſe pleaſant Covertsly, 
They only ſleep, and eat, and drink, 
They never meditate, nor think ; 
Or if they do, have not the happy art 
To ventthe overflowings of their heart, 
I without trouble live, without diforder die, 
.-Regardleſs of Eternity, 
I ſaid, I would like them be wiſe, 
And not perplex my ſcIf in vain, 
Nor bite'the unecafie Chain, 
No, no, ſaid I," T'wilt Philoſophize! 
Andall the ilknatur'd World deſpiſe : 
But when I had reflected long, 
. And with deliberation thought (taught, 
How few have pragtiv', what they gravely 
| (Tho 
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(Tho? *tis but folly-tocomplain) - -{i : \ 
I judg'dit worth a generous 'difdatn, - 
And brave defiance in'P2riderique Song. 


——_— — 
TE * ” — TY 
4 . 


O N 
Mrs, E. MONT AGUE's 


Bluſhing in the Croſs Bath. 


x ranſlation. 
I, 


— Nymphs (the glory of the flood) 
Thus once the beauteonus Azgle ſtood, 
$0 ſweet a tinure ere the Sun appears 
The baſhful ruddy morning wears : 
Thus through a Cryſtal wave the Coral glow's, 
Þ And fach a Bluſh firs on the Virgin Roſe. - 


He 


Yeenvied Waters that with faſety may 


Arougd her ſnowy Boſome play, 
K 4 Cherifh 
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Cheriſh with gawlekeat that Noble Breſt 

Which ſomuch Innocence ha's bleſt , 
Such Innocence as hitherto ne're knew, "W--] 
What miſchief Venus, or her Son could do- 


Then from this hallow'd place 
Let the profane and wanton Eye withdraw, 
For Virtuecladin Searlet ſtrikes an aw 
From the Tribunal of a lovely Face. 


——. 
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Breath 'tis true, wretch that I arp, *tis true, 
But if to live, be only not to dye, 
If nothing in that bubble Life be gay, 

But all to a Tear muſt melt away ; 
Let Fopls and Stojcks be cajal'd, fay I: 

"thou that lik ſ Eaſe and Loye, like me 
When once the world ſays farewel both to thee, 

What haſt thou more to do 

_ Than in diſdain to ſay, Thou fooliſh warld, Adieu ! 


There 
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There was a time, Fool that I was ! when I 
Bcliev'd there might be ſomething here below, 
A ſeeming Cordial to my drooping Heart 

That might allay my bittb# ſmart : 
I calPd it Friend :—but 6 th Inconſtancy 
Of humane things / I try*dit long, 
It's Love was fervent, and I phancy'd ſtrong 
But now Iplainly ſee, 
Or'tis withdrawn, or elſe 'twas All'Hypocrifie; 


11. 


I ſaw thy much-eſtranged eyes, 1 ſaw 

Falſe Myſrore thy formal alter'd Face, 

When thou betrayd'ſt my ſeeming happineſs, 
And coldly took'it my kind Addreſs: 

But know that I will live; for in thy place 
Heaven has provided for me now 

A conſtant Friend, that dares not break a vow, 

That Friend will I embrace, 
And never more my oyerweaning Love miſplace. 
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- U Immaturo. 
EPITAPH. 


Rave Youth, whoſe too too haſty Fate 
 L43His Glories did anticipate, 
Whoſe aQtive Soul had laid the great deſign 
Toemulate thoſe Herods of his Line / 

He ſhew'd the world how great a Man 

Might be contraQted to a Span ; 

How ſoon our teeming expecations fail, 

How little tears and wiſhes can prevail : 

| _ CouldLite hold out with theſe ſupplies 

He'd liv'd till in his Parents eyes, | 

And this cold ſtone had ne're ſaid, HERE HE 

(LIES 


_— 0 
Ms DOVE. 
EPITAPH.. 


"Is thus—_and thus farewel to all 
Vain.Mortals do Perfetian call; 

To ——— Goodneſs, Modeſty 

Sweet temper, and true Piety, 

on reſt an Arge/'s Pen muſt tell ; 

7, Long, beloved Duſt Farewell. 
Thoſe Bleſſings which we highlieſt prize 
re ſoogeſt raviſh't from our Eyes. 


- — 


. 4 - » ”— 
*- ” ; 
"4 


- 
- 
: 
o 


- 


—_ 
= 


Laucretius. 


Ed jam nec Domns accipiet te Leta, nec Vxor 
Optima, nec dulces occurrent ofcula nati 
Precipere, © tacita pefFus dulcedine tangent. 


Paraphraſed 


| Parapbroſed: 


Hen thouſhalt leave this miſerable Life, 


Farewell thy Houſe, farewel thy charming 
( Wife, 


Farewell for ever to thy Souls delight, | 
Quite blotted out in everlaſting night ! 


No more thy pretty darling Babes ſhall greal : 
t 


By the kind Namp: nor ſtrive who firſt ſhall: me«| 
| ' (thee,! Th 

Their Kiſles with- A ſecret pleaſure ſhall not Ge \ | 
thee 


For who Iball ſay to thy Dead Clay , I Love 7 
(Thee! 


\ 
j 
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ON 


BROWNS 
TRAVELS. 


"Hus from a a foreign Glime rich Merchants, 
_ 
Wand "8 HOO their Rarities at home -. 
is, undergo an acceptable toyle, 
ich Treaſures to enrich their.native Soyle. ||. 7 
Whey for themſelves, for others:you.vinfold ' 1 «| 
{A Cargo ſwoln with Diamonds and Gold: 
th Indefatigable' Travels, They 99 
he trading World, the Learned you ſurvey ; 
ind for renown with great Col/umbets vye, 
1fubterranean Coſmography,! :: -. 


+ SOPMS. 


O N 


POVERTY, 


” » Th = * 


ahak > Poverty fith6u great. ard wiſe-man's School 
ſtreſs of Arts * and ſcandal to the Fool / 


Heaven's facted Badge, which th' Heroes bony 
{# 


(Bright Quidvainof Salnteendidarryrs) wore: | 


To th' Hoſt Troomphant valiant Souls are feht 
From thoſe 'we call che Raggtd Regiment ; 
Sure Guide to everlaſting Peatte-dbove, | - 

- Thou do'ſt thiunptditnecnts remove ;., 
THh' unnece{larykoads of Wealth and State, 


IT. 


Thou happy Port, where we from ſtorms are ſree, 
And need not fear ( falſe world) thy Pyracy, 
Hither for eaſe and Shelter did retire 

The baſic Charles, and wearied Ca/emrre ; 


Abjur'd 


Which make men ſwelbtoobig for the-firaw Gate: 


mn —  c _ Fw mw. a wy nt 
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Abjur'd their Thrones, and made a ſolemn Vow, 
Their radiant heads to thee ſhould ever bow. 
Why ſhould thy Tents ſo terrible appear 
Where Monarchs Reformadoes were ? 
Why ſhould men call that ſtate of Lye forlorg, 


Which God approves off, and which Kings have 
(born ? 


IT. 


Mad Luxury ! what do thy Vaſlals reap 4 þ 
Þ From a Life's long debauch, but late to weep! 
What the curs't Mifer, who would fain oor Thee, 
And wear thy Livery, Great, POVERTY L 
The Prudent wretch for future Ages Cares, 
And hoards upſios, for his 1 impatient Heirs! _=— 
Fulf little do' s he think the time will come 8 
a When hezs gone to his long Home, * 

The Prodigal Youth for whom he took ſuch 3 pains 
Shall be thy Slaye, and wear thy loathed Chains. 


"64 


ht: R A N 1A 
a hei Friend. 
PA _ ENISSA: 


f 
\ 
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T6 a ſofe Vifion of thie night, 

My Fancy repreſented to my ſight 
A goodly genile Shade; * 

Methught i it triov'd with a Majeſtick Grace; 
But the ſurprizing ſweetneſs of it's Face | 

Made me amaz'd, made me afraid: 
t found a ſecret ſhivering in my heart, 
Such as Friends feel that Meet: or Part : 
Approaching nearer with a timerous eye, 
Is then my Partheniſſa Dead, faidlT ? 
Ah Partheniſſa ! if thou yet art kind, 


As kind as when like me, Thou mortal werf, 
Wien 


BB 
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} When Thou, and I had equal ſhare in Either's 
(Heart, 


How canfſt thou bear that I amleft behind ! 
Dear Farthenifſa! O thoſe pleaſant hours, 
That bleſt our innocent Amours / 
When in the common Treaſury of one Breaſt, 
All that was Thine or Mine did reſt, 
Dear Parthenifſa /---Friend ! what ſhallI ſay.? 
Ah ſpeak to thy ranza ! 
'E Oh envious Death / nothing but thee I fear'd, 
No other Rival could eſtrange 
Her Soul from mine or make a Change! 
Scarce had I ſpoke my paſſionate fears, 
And overwhelm'd my ſelf in tears : 
\ But Pariheniſaſmil'd, and then ſhe diſappear'd. 
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Kg On the Death of the Earl of 
ROCHESTER|}] 


Pat or al, 
k-. | 


'A* on his death-bed gaſping S:rephon lay, 
Sirephon the wonder of the Plains , 
The nobleſt of th* Arcadian Swains z 
Strephon the Bold, the Witty, and the Gay : 
With many a ſigh and many a tear he ſaid, 
Remember me ye Shepherds when I'm dead, 


| 


I. j 


Ye triffling Glories of this world, Adieu, . 
And vain applauſes of the Age; 
For when we quit this Earthly Stage , 
Believe me Shepherds, for I tell you true ; 
Thoſe pleafures which from virtuous deeds we 
Procure the ſweeteſt ſlumbers in the Grave. ( have, 


4 


Then " 
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ITT. 


Then ſince your fatal Hour muſt ſurely come, 
Surely your leads lye low as mine, 
Your bright Meridian Sun decline ; 

Beſeech the mighty Pan to guard you home : 

If to £/7Zz7um you would happy fly, 

Live not like Syephor, but like Sirephon dye. 


lt. 


4. __ — pr OI nn II 
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ON 

Dr. WOODFORD' 

PARAPHRASE © 
ON THE 


—— 


SS ANTICELES. 
I. 

VE | 

8 Ell! fince it muſt be fo, ſolet it be, 


For what do Reſolutions ſignifie, 
When we are urg'd to write by Deſliny ? 


L 2 1 


CN 
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II, 


T had reſoly'd, nay, and I almoſt ſwore, 
My begrid Muſe ſhould walk abroad no more 2: 
Alas! *tis more than time that I give o're. 


IT. 


In the Recefſes of a private Breaſt, 
Tthought to entertain your charming Gueſt, 
And never to have boaſted of my Feaſt. 


IV; 
But fee (my Friend) when through the world you 


My Laquy-Verſe muſt ſhadow-like purſue, (go, 
Thin, and Obſcure to make a Foyl for you. 


V; 
*Tis true, you cannot need my feeble Praiſe, 


Alaſting Monument to your Name to raiſe, 
Well-known in Heav'n by your Angeliqu” Layes+ 


VI. 


There in indelible CharaGers they are writ, 
Where 


\ 
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Where no pretended Heights will eaſie ſit, 
But thoſe of ſerious conſecrated wit. 


VIE, 


By immaterial defecated Love, 
Your Soul it's Heavenly Origin do's approve, 
And in leaſt dangerous Raptures ſoars above. 


VIE. 


How could I wiſh (dear Friend {) voſaid egen 
(For once I rank'd my ſelf with tuneful men) 
Whateyer dropt from my unhallowed Pen / 


IX. 


The triffling Rage of youthful heat, once paſt, 
Who is not troubled for his wit miſplac'd / 
All pleaſant Follies breed regret at laſt. 


NR, 


While Reverend Don's, and noble Herbert's 
A glorious immortality ſhall claim, (Flame; 


lathe moſt durable Records of Fame; 


k 3 - 
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P 0. E M 5. 
XI. | 


Our modiſh Rhimes, like Culinary Fire, 
Uncuous and Earthy, ſhall in ſmoak expire : 
In odorous Clouds your Incenſe ſhall aſpire. 


- XIL 


Let th' Pagan-world your pious verſe defie, 
Yet ſhall they envy when they come to dye, 
Your wiſer Projects on Eternity. 


LAODAMIA 
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LAODAMIA 
T O 


PROTESILAUS. 


ONE OF 


OVIDS 


Epiſtles Tranſlated. 


CE 


The ARGUMENT, 


Proteſilaus I[ying Windbound at Aulis, in the Gre. 
cian Fleet, deſien'd for the Trojan War, his 
wy Laodamia ſends this following Epiſile ta 

8. 


—_———— 


Ealth to the gentle Man of War, and may 
4 1What Laodamia ſends, the Gods convey, 
The Wind that till in A#u1is holds my Dear, 
Why was it not ſo Ws to keep Him here ? 
4 et 
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Let the Wind raiſe an Hurricane at Sea, 

Were he burſate and warm aſhore with me. 
Ten.thouſand kiſſes I had more to give him, 

Ten thouſand cautions, and ſoft words to leave 
In haſt he left me, ſummon'd by the Wind, (him: 
(The Wind to barbarous Mariners only kind.) 
The Seaman's pleaſure, is the Lover's pain, 
(Proteſilaus from thy boſome tane ! 

As from my faultering tongue hajf ſpeeches fell, 
(Scarce could I ſpeak that wounding word Fare. 
A merry Gale (at Sea they call it ſo) (well, MF 


Fill'd every Sayl with joy, my breaſt with wo, T 


There went my dear Prote/ilaus A 
While I could ſee Thee, full of eager pain, Y 
My greedy eyes epicuriz'd on Thine, $ 
When Thee no more, but thy ſpread SaylsI view, | 
Llook't, and look't, till I had loſt them too ; ; 


But when nor Thee, nor them I could deſery, 
Andall was Sea that came within my eye, 
They ſay (for I havequite forgot) they ſay 
I ſtrait grew pale, and fainted quite away ; 
Compaſſionate 1phic/as, and the good old man, 
My Mother too to-my aſſiſtance ran : 


'In 
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Tn haſt cold water on my Face they threw, 
And brought me to my ſelf with much ado, 
They meant it well, to me it ſeem'd not fo, 
Much kinder had they been to let me go ; 
My anguiſh with my Soul together came, 
And in my heart burſt out the former flame : 

Since which, my uncomb'd locks unheeded flow, 
Undreſt, forlorn, I care not how I go; 

Ioſpir'd with Wine, thus Bacchgs frolique roug 
Stagger'd of old, and ſiraggled all about. 

Put on, Put on, the happy Ladies lay, 

Thy Royal Robes fair Laodamia. 

Alas! before Troy's Walls my dear does lye, 
What pleaſure can take in Tyrian dy ? 

Shall Curles adorn my head, an Helmet thine ? 
lin bright tiſſues, thou in Armour ſhine ? 

Rather with ſtudied negligence Ile be 

As ill, if not diſguiſed worſe than thee. 

© Paris! raisd by runs! may'ſt thou prove 
Ys fatal in thy War, asiq thy Love! 

0 that the Grecaay Dare had been leſs fair, 


Or thou leſs lovely hadſi appear'd to Her ! 
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O Menelaus /. timely ceaſe to ſtrive, Ken 

With how much bloodwilt thou thy loſs retrieve ſrt 

From ye, ye Gods, avert your heavy doom, 

And bring my Dear, laden with Laurels home: 

But my heart fails me, when I think of War, 

The fad refle&ion coſts me many a tear : 

I tremble when I hear the very name 

Of every place where thou ſhalt fight for fame 

Beſides th' adventurous Ravi/ber well knew 

The ſafeſt Arts his Villany to purſae; 

In noble dreſs he did her heart ſurprize, 

With Gold he dazled her unguarded Eyes, (l 

He back't his Rape with Ships and armed Men, |- 

Thus ſtorm'd, thus took the beauteous Fortreſs in, BF 

Apainſt the power of Love and force of Arms 

There's no ſecurity inthe brighteſt Charms. 
Hetfor I fear, much do I HeFoy fear, 

A Man (they ſay? experienc'd in War, | 

My Dear, if thou haſt any love for me, 

Of that ſame Hefor prithee mindful be; 

Fly him beſure, and every other Foe, 

Leſt each of them ſhould prove an Hefor too. }1 


tr or 


[ft 
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Remempet 
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temember, when for fight thou ſhalt prepare, 


thy Laodamia charg' d thee, Have a care, 
for what wounds thou receiv?ſt, aregiv'n to her 
We by thy valour Troy muſt ruin 'd be; [ 


May not the ruin leave one Scar on thee ; 

Sharer in th* honour from the danger free! 

Let Menelaus fight, and force his way (Jena: 
Through the falſe Raviſher*s Troops to his Hee 

Great be his Vidory, as his Cauſe is good. © 

May he ſwim to'her in his Enetnies Blood. 

Thy Caſe 1s different. ——may'ſt thou live to ſee 

(Deareſt) no other Combatant but me! 


Ye generous Trojans, turn your Swords » 


, From his dear Breaſt, find out a; nobler Prey, 
Why ſhould you harmleſs Laodamia ſlay ? 
My poor good natur d Man did never know 
What tis to fight, or how to face a Foe; 
Yet in Love's Field what wonders can he do? 2 


14 


Crea* i is his Prowefs and his Fortune too; 

Let them go fight, who know not how to woe? 
Now I muſt | own, I ſear'd to let thee go, 

My tremblin g Lips had almoſt told thee ſo. 


When 
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When from thy Father's Houſe thou did{t with, 
Thy fatal ſtumble at the door I faw, (draw 
I faw it, ſigh'd, and pray'd the ſign might be 
Of thy return a happy Prophecy ! 
I cannot but acquaint thee with my fear, 
Be not too brave,---Remember,---.Have a care, \ 
And all my dreads will vaniſh into Air. 
Among the Grecians ſome one mult be found 
That firſt ſhall ſet his foot on T7ojay ground ; 
Unhappy ſhe that ſhall his loſs bewail, 
Grant, O ye Gods, thy courage then may fail. 
Ofall the Ships be thine the very laſt, Chaſ, > 
Thou the laſt Man that lands ;- there needs no 
To meet a potent, and a treacherous Foe ; 
Thou'lt land I fear too foon, tho' ne're ſo ſlow. . 
At thy Return ply every Sail and Oar, 
And nimbly leap on thy deſerted ſhore, 
Allthe day long, and all the lonely night [|< 
Black thoughts of thee my anxious Soul affright : 


| 
W 
1\ 


| 


Darkneſs, ta other Womens pleaſures kind, F 
Augments, like Hell, the torments of my mind. . 
I court e'en Dreams, on my forlgken Bed, R 


What $ 
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hat's that ſame aiery Phantom ſo like thee ! 
What wailings do I hear, what paleneſs ſee ? 
| Wake, and hug my ſelf, 'tis but a Dream.— 
The Grecian Altars know I feed their flame, 

The want of hallow'd Wine my tears ſupply, 
Which make the ſacred fire burn bright and high, 
When ſhall I claſp thee in theſe Arms of mine, 

Theſe longing Arms, and lie diffoly'd in thine ? 
When ſhall I have thee by thy ſelf alone, 

Tolearn the wondrous Actions thou haſt done ? 
Which when in rapturous words thou haſt begun 
With many, and many a kiſs, prithee tell on, 
Such interruptions graceful pauſes are, 

BAKiſs in Story's but an Halt in War. 

But, when I think of Troy, of winds and waves 
fear the pleaſant dream my hope deceives : 
Contrary winds in Por? detain thee too, 

In ſpight of wind and tide why wouldſt thou go? 
Thus, to thy Country thou wouldſt hardly come, 
Inſpight of wind and tide thou went'ſt from home. 
To his own City Neptune ſtops the way, | 

Revere the Omer, and the God's obey, 


Return 


I 33 POEMS. 

Return ye furious Grecians, homeward fly; 
Your ſtay is not of Chance, but Deſtiny : 

How can your Arms expe deſir'd ſucceſs, 
That thus contend for an Adultereſs ? 

But, let not me foreſpeak you, no, —ſet Sail, 
And Heav'n befriend you with a proſperous gale: 

Ye Trojans! with regret methinks I ſce 

Your firſt encounter with your Enemy ; 

I ſee fair Helen put on all her Charms, 

To buckle on her luſty Bridegroom's Arms ; 

She gives him Arms, and kiſles ſhe receives, 

(T hate the tranſports each to other gives.) 

She leads him forth, and ſhe commands him come 
Safely victorious, and triumphant home, 

And he (no doubt) will make no nice delay, 

But diligently do what e're ſhe ſay ; 

Now he returns :---ſee with what amorous ſpeed 
She takes the pond*rous Helmet from his head, 
And courts the weary Champion to her Bed. 

We Women, too too credulous alas ! 

Think what we fear, will ſurely come to paſs. 
Yet, while beſore the Leaguer thou doſt lie, 
Tuy Pifure is ſome pleaſure to my Eye, 

Thar, 
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That, I careſs in words moſt kind and free, 

And lodge it on my Breaſt, as I would Thee; 
There muſt be ſomething in it more than Art, 
Twere very Thee, could it thy mind impart ; 
[kiſs the pretty! Idol, and complain, | 

As if (like Thee) 't would anſwer me again. 

, By thy retutn, by thy dear Self, I ſwear, 

By our Loves Vows, which moſt religious are, 
By thy beloved Head; and thofe gray,Hairs 
IWhich time may on it Snow in future years, 
| come, wheree re thy Fate ſhall bid-Thee go; 
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EErnal Partner of thy Weal and Woe, % 
© thou but live, tho' all the God's fay No. 

\Farewel,----but prethee very. careful be 
Of thy beloved Self (1 mean ),of me. 
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Excellent Maſter of MUSIGK, 
o EIGNILO R 


PIETRO REGGi0 
On His BOOK of ” 


SONG $ 


T* to advance thy ""__ Fillt ky lk 
How very little my/d\\iFPen catt'dd; 

Yet, with all deference, I gladly wait, I 
Enthrong'd amongſt th* attendants on thy State : NO 
Thus when Ar:07, by his Friends betray'd, 0 


Upon his Underſtanding-Dolphin playd, A 
The-Scaly People there Reſentments ſhow'd H 
By pleas'd Levoltoes on the wondring floud. Tt 


Great Artiſt ! Thou deſerv'ſt our loudeſt PraiſeJC: 
From th' Garland to the meaneſt branch of Bays; 


Fol 
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For Poets can but Jay, Thou mak'ſt them S7ng, 
And th' Embrio-words do'ſt to PerfeQion bring; 
By us the Mule conceives, but when that's done, 
Thy Midwifry makes fit to ſee the Sun ; 
Qurnaked Lines, dreſt, and adorn'd by Thee, 
Aſſume a Beauty, Pomp, and Bravery ; 

| Þ $0 awful and majeſtick they appear, 

They need not bluſh to reach a Princes ear, 

Princes tho to poor Poets ſeldom kind, 

Their Numbers turn'd to Air, with pleaſure mind, 

Studied and labour'd tho our Poems be 

Athas 7 they dye unheeded without Thee, 

Whoſe Art can make our breathleſs Labours l.re, 

Pirit and everlaſting Vigour give. 

Whether we write of Heroes and of Kings 

Is Mighty Numbers, Mighty Things, 

: YOrin an humble Ode expreſs our Senſe 
Of th' happy ſtate of Eaſe and Innocence, 
A Country Life, where the contented Swain, 
Huggs his Dear Peace, and does a Crown diſdain ; 
Thy dextrous Notes with all our Thoughts com- 

ſeFCan creep on Earth,can up to Heaven fly ; (ply, 
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In Heights, and Cadences, ſo ſweet, ſo ſtrong, 

They ſuit a Shepherd's Reed, an Angels Tongue, 
-——Put who can comprehend 


The Raptures of thy Voice, and Miracles of thy 
(Hand! 
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IN THE 


ITEMPLE 
ICHURCH. 


Bic juxta jacet 
Johannes King M:les, 
Serentſſimo Carolo Secundo 
In Legibus Angliz Conſultus, 
Ilufiriſſimo Jacobo Duci Eboracenfi 
Sollicitator Generalis. 


Qualis, Quantiifve ſis Leftor 
Profundum obſtupeſce ; 
Labia digitis comprime, 
-. Oculos lachrymis ſuffunde. 
\ En! ad pedes tuos 
Artis, & nature ſuprema Conamina, 
Fatorum Ludibria ! 
Non ita pridem 


Erat Iſte Pulvis omnifariam Dofus 
M 3 Mu zarum 
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Muzarum Gazopbylacium, 
Eloquentiam calluit, claram, puram, innocuann, 
Legibus ſue Patrie erat InſlrutZiſſimus, _ 
Suis charus, Principibus grvs, Omutbns nnþ.. 
Sus ſeculi by (-u;, 
Ornamentum itluſire, Defiderium irreparabile. 
Hinc diſce Leftor 
Quantilla Mortalitatis Gloria 
Splendidiſſimis decorate Dotibus. 


Dulcem ſoporem agite 
Dilefti, Eruditi, Beati Cineres ! 


Obit 7uniz 29, 1677. 
AEtar, 38. 
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; ON THE 
; DEATH 
) OF MY 


DEAR BROTHER 
Mr. RICHARD FLAT MAN. 


Pindariqu” Ode. 


Stanza I. 


Nhappy Muſe! employ'd ſo ofc 
On melancholy thoughts of Death, 
What haſt Thou letr ſo tender, and ſo ſofr 

As thy poor Maſter fain would breath 

O're this lamented Herſe ? 

No uſual flight of fancy can become 

My ſorrows o're a Brother's Tomb. 
O that I could beelegant in Tears, 
That with Conceptions, not unworthy 'Thee, 
Great as Thy Merit, Vigorous as Thy years, 
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I might convey Thy Zlegy 

To th' Grief, and Envy of Poſterity ! 

A gentler Youth ne're Crown'd his Parent's cares / 

Or added ampler Joy to their grey Hairs ; 

Kind to hys Friends, to His Relations Dear, k 

Eafie tqall. —Alas / what is there Here ; 

For Man to ſet his heart upon 

vince What we dote on moſt, is ſooneſt gone ! 


Ai me! I've loſt a ſweet Companion 
AFriend, A Brother All in One : 


IT. 


How did it chil my Soul to ſee thee lye 
Strugling with pangs in thy laſt Agony þ. x 
When with a manly courage thou didſt brave - 
Approaching Death, and with a ſteddy mind 
(Ever averſe to be confin'd) 
Didſt triumph o're the Grave. 
Thou mad'ſt no womaniſh moan, 
But ſcorn'dſt to give one groan : 
He that begg's pity is afraid to Dye, 
Only the Brave deſpiſe their Deſtiny. 
Bur, when I call to mind how thy kind Eyes 
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Were 
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Were paſſionately fixt on-mine, 
How, when Thy faultring Tongue gave 
;| And I could hear thy plealing Voice no more;(o're, 
How, when I laid my Cheek to thine, 
Kiſt thy pale lips, and preſt thy trembling Hand, 
Thou, in return, ſmild'ſt gently in my Face, | 
And huggd'{t me with a cloſe Embrace, 
Tara amaz'd, I am unmann'd ; 
' Something extremely kind I fain would fay, 
But through the tumult of my Breaſt, 
With too officious Love oppreſt, 
[find my feeble words can never force their way. 


III. 


Beloved Youth! what ſhall I do / 
Once my Delight, my Torment now ! 
How immaturely art Thou fnatch't away / 
But Heaven ſhines on Thee with many a glorious 
Of an unclouded, and immortal Day, (Ray 
Whilſt I lye groveling Here Below 
In a Dark Stormy Night. 
The bluſtring Storm of Life with Thee is o're, 
For thou art landed on That happy Shore, 
e | Where 
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Muzarum Gazophylacium, 
Eloquentiam calluit, clar am, puram, innocuam, 
Legibus ſue Patrie erat Inſtrutt1ſſi —_ 
Suis charus, Principibus gr #vs, Omni bns Tn 
Sus [eculi (ws, 
Ornamentum illuſire, Defiderium irreparable. 
Hinc diſce Lefor 
Quantilla Mortalitatis Gloria 
Splendidiſſimis decorate Dotibus. 


Dulcem ſoporem agite 
Diletti, Eruditi, Beati Cineres ! 


Obiit 7unzz 29, 1677. 
Atar, 38, 
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ON THE 
DEATH 
OF MY 
DEAR BROTHER 
Mr. RICHARD FLATMAN. 


Pindariqu” Ode. 


Stanga 1. 


Nhappy Muſe! employ'd ſo oft 
On melancholy thoughts of Death, 
What haſt Thou leit ſo tender, and ſo ſoft 

As thy poor Maſter fain would breath 

O're this lamented Herſe ? 

No uſual flight of fancy can become 

My ſorrows o're a Brother's Tomb. 
O that I could beelegant in Tears, 
That with Conceptions, not unworthy Thee, 
Great as Thy Merit, Vigorous as Thy years, 
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I might convey Thy Elegy 

To th' Grief, and Envy of Poſterity ! 
A gentler Youth ne're Crown'd his Parent's cares, 
Or added ampler Joy to their grey Hairs ; 
Kind to his Friends, to His ReJations Dear, 
Eaſie tq/z all —Alas! what is there Here 

For Man to ſet his heart upon 
vince What we dote on moſt, is ſooneſt gone ! 


Aime! I've loft a ſweet Companion 
A Friend, A Brother All in One : 
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II. 


How did it chil my Soul to ſee thee lye 
Strugling with pangs in thy laſt Agony . F1 
When with a manly courage thou didſt brave - 
Approaching Death, and with a ſteddy mind 
(Ever averſe to be confin'd) 
Did(t triumph o're the Grave. 
Thou mad'ſt no womaniſh moan, 
But ſcorn'd(t to give one groan : 
He that begg's pity is afraid to Dye, 
Only the Brave deſpiſe their Deſtiny. 
But, when I call to mind how thy kind Eyes 
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Were 
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Were paſſionately fixt on-mine, 

How, when Thy faultring Tongue gave 

And I could hear thy pleaſing Voice no more;(o're, 
How, when I laid my Cheek to thine, 

Kiſt thy pale lips, and preſt thy trembling Hand, 

Thou, in return, ſmild'ſt gently in my Face, | 
And huggd'{t me with a cloſe Embrace, 
Tara amaz'd, I am unmann'd ; 

' Something extremely kind I fain would fay, 
But through the tumult of my Breaſt, 
With too officious Love oppreſt, 

I find my feeble words can never force their way. 


III. 


Beloved Youth! what ſhall I do / 

Once my Delight, my Torment now ! 
How immaturely art Thou ſnatch't away / 

But Heaven ſhines on Thee with many a glorious 

Of an unclouded, and immortal Day, (Ray 

Whilſt I lye groveling Here Below 

In a Dark Stormy Night. 

The bluſtring Storm of Life with Thee is o're, 
For thou art landed on That happy Shore, 
| \Where 
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Where thou canſt Hepe, orFear no more, || } 

Thence with compaſiion thou ſhalt ſee 
The Plagues, the Wars, the Fires, the Scarcity, || \ 
The Devaſtations of an Enemy, 
From which Thy early Fate ha's ſet Thee free ; 

For when Thou weat'ſt to thy Long Home, 


Thou wert exempt from all the 1lls to come, 
And ſhalt hereafter be | 
SpeQator only of the Tragedy | 
Acted on frail Mortality : { 
So ſome One lucky Mariner | 

From ſhipwrack ſav'd by a propitious Star, 


ACcvanc'd upon a neighb'ring Rock looks down, 
And ſee's far off his old Companions Drown. 


IV. 


There 1n a ſtate of perfe&t Eaſe, 
Of never interrupted Happineſs, 
Thy large illuminated mind 
Shall rgatter of eternal Wonder find ; 
There doſt thou clearly ſee, how, and from whence 
The Stars communicate their influcnce, 


The methods of th' Almighty Architect, 


How 
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How he confulted with himſelt alone 

To lay the wondrous Corner-ſtone, 
When He this goodly Fabrick/didere&. 
There, Thou doſt underſtand 

The Motians of the Secret Hand, 

That guid's tt inviſible Wheele, 
Which Here, we ne're ſhall know, but ever feel ; 
There Providence, the vain man's Laughing ſtock, 
The miferable Good-man's ſtumbling Block, 
Unfolds the puzling Riddle to thy Eyes, 
And It's own wiſe contriyance Juſtifie's. 
What timorous Man would n't be pleas'd to Dye, 
To make ſo noble a Diſcovery ? 
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V. 


And muſt take my ſolemn leave 

Till time ſhall be no more! 
Can neither ſighs,nor tears,nor prayers retrieve 

One chearful Hour ! 

Muſt one unlucky moment ſever 

Us, and our Hopes, Us and our Joys forever !--- 
Is this cold Clod of Earth that endear'd Thing 
| ] lately did my Brother call ? 
Are 
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Aro Theſe the Artful Fingers that rngightvie 
With all the Sons of Harmony 
And overpowr them all ! 
Is This the ſtudious comprehenſive Head 
With curious Arts ſo richly furniſhed ? 
Alas! Thou, and thy Glories all are gone, 
Buried in Darkneſs, and Oblivion. 
'Tis ſo— and I muſt follow Thee, 
Yet but a little while, and I ſhall ſee Thee, 
Yet but alittle while I ſhall be with Thee, 
Then ſome kind Friend perhaps may drop one 
(Tear for me. 
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ſn the Preface, p.1.1.8. fare. p.22.1.6. and I. p.29. 1.10. Indecent. & 
117, as is His. p.34. ſlumber ſmiling ly. p-36.1. ult. to a new. p. 41, 1.2. 
& 3, the third verſe before the ſecond. p.44. 1. ult. with aflurance 
hen. p.52.1.12. the Baies the-Palmes. p. 67, 1.13- 1n this body?s p. 68, 
12; Careſſes. p. 101. what fellow-feeling. p.112.1.15. fixes and ſeyens 
p, 118 1.3. nothing leſs. p. 115. 1. 9. of his. p: 123-1. 2. A paper. 124 
|.10.Cotton. p. 134: 1. 10, uphappy. p- 138. 1. 4, thoſe Heroes. p. 164: 
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A Calogue of ſome Books Printed for Benj. Tooke at tle 
Ship in $t, Paul's Church-Yard,. 


In Fil, 
Erodoti Halicarnaſſei Hiſtoriarum libri 9, in Gr, & Ly 
acceſſerunt huic editions C hronologia Hiſtoria, & Tabulq 
Geographie Herodotee, necnon variantes Lettiones & Note ex 
pluribus M.SS, Codd. & antiquts ſcriptoribus collete gina cun 
Traice Gr. Lat. 

Franciſci Suarez, Trattatus de Legibus ac Deo Legiſlarore, 

Thorndicins de Ratione ac Fire. 

The Holy Court written 1n French by IV. Cauſſin. 

The Works of the moſt Reverend Fohn Brambhall D. D. 
Lord Archbiſhop of Ardmach, Primate and Metropolitan 
of all Ireland. | 

The Hiſtory and Vindication of the. Loyal Formulary 
orlriſh Remonſtrance,againſt all Calumnies and Cenſfares, 
With a true Account of the Iriſh Remonſtrance by F. p. 
Walſh, als et Goku :OF1 | 

A ColleCtion of all the Statutes now in uſe in the King: 
dom of Ireland; with Notes in the Mzrgent, and a T able. 

Hakers Chronicle of the Kings of Englaza. 

1ſhop Sarderſor?s Sermons. 

Le Beau Pledeur, A Book of Entries containing Declz 
rations, Informations, and other ſelect and- approved 
Pleadings; with ſpecial Verdi@ts and Demurrers, in molt 
Actions keal, Perſonal, and Mixt which have been ar- 
gued and adjudged in the Courts of Weſtminſter, T oge- 
ther with Faithful References to the moſt Authentick. 
Law Books now extant : And a more copious and uſeful 
Table than hath been hitherto printed in any Book of 
Entries. By Sir Hum. Winch. Knight, ſometimes one of 
the Juitices of the Court of Common Pleas. 

Skinner Etymologicon Lingug Ano licang. 
Wiſcman®s Chirurgery. 

Flolyaaks Dictionary Engl. Lat, and Lat, HOU. k 
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A. Catalogue of Books. 


M.T. Ciceronis Opera cum Notis ]. Gruteri & Penu 
Tullianum. 2. Vol. 

. In Quarto. 

Lightfoot im Johannem, 

Dr. Brown®s' T ravels into Hungaria, Servia, Germany 
&c. as allo Obſervations on the Gold, Silver, Copper, 
and Quickſilver Mines, Baths, and Mineral Waters, in 
thoſe Parts. 

The Controverſial Letters. 

A True Widow, a Comedy, by T ho. Shaawell. 

Wyats Sermon to the Scholars of Sr. Paxi*s School. 

Phocena, or the Anatomy of a Porpeſs. By E. Tyſon 
M. D. | 

Manatvils T xayels. 

Dumoulizs Vindication of the Proteſtant Religion. 

Deodwells Separation of Churches from Epiſcopal Go- 
yernment proved Schiſmatical. 

Foxes and: Firebrands: Or a Specimen of the Danger 
and Harmony of Popery and Separation. 


In Oft avp. 

Two Letters of Advice, 1, For the Sauſception 
of Holy Orders. 2. For Studies Theological ; With a 
Catalogue of the Genuine Works of the Writers of the 
fxſt Three Centuries. 

 —  — A Diſcourſe concerning Sarchoniathens Phoenician 
Hiſtory. 

------Some Conſiderations of Preſent Concernment how 
far Romaniſts may be truſted by Princes of another Per- 
[waſion. 


—A Reply to Mr. Baxters Pretended Confutation 
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of a Book entituled, Separation of Churches from Epiſ- 
copal Government proved Schiſmatical. To which is add- 
el Three Letters written to himin the year 1679. concer- 
ling the poſhibJiry of Nilcipline under a Dioceſan Go- 
ernment, | ; 


Of 


A Catalogue of Books, 


Of Gifts and Offices in the Publick Worſhip of God. 
By Edward Wetenhal, D.D. | 

The Catechiſm of the Church of England with Mars 
ginal Notes, for the uſe of Schools. By Ed, Wetenbal, D. D: 
Pheari Fabule in uſum Scholarum Anglie, 

Dumoulin's View of the Controverſies between the Re- 
formed Churches and the Church of Rome. 

The Country Parſons Advice to his Pariſhioners in two 
Parts. I. Containing a plain & ſerious Exhortation toa Re- 
ligious Lite.2.General Directions how to live accordingly, 

Six Metaphyſical Meditations written jn Latin by Ren, 
Dss Cartes. Whereunto are added the Objections made 24 
gainſt them by Tho. Hobbs of Malmesbury : With the Au- 
thers Anſwer, all faithfully Tranſlated : With a ſhort 
Account of the Authors Life : By William Molyneax. 

The Life of the Biſhop of duſter. 

DireQions for the Latin Tongue: By the Authorof 
Religio Meaict. 

The French Gardiner illuſtrated with Sculptures. 

Langhornis Elenchus Antiquitatum Albionenſum, Britan- 
rormum, Scotorum, Datorum, Angloſaxonumm. Origines &- Geſta 
nſque ad annum 449. 

------Chroniton Regum Alnpglorum ab Hengiſto Rege prims 


uſq; ad Heptarchie finem, una cum Regum Catalogis, & 
Schematibus Genealogicts cupro inciſis, © 


Poems: ByM. T ate. 
Fohnſow?s Narrative of a Sea Deliverance. 
In Duodecimo. 
-.----Two Short Diſcourſes againſt the Romaniſts. 
Herberts Country Parfons character & rule of Holy Lite. 
Wenſely on the Church Catechiſm. | 
Henian $ Acro-Chalinos, or Regiſter of the Air. 
Horatins Minellis. J 
ALetrer of Adviceto a young Gentleman leaving. the” 
Unſyerlity : By R. Lingard, D, D. 
TT. 01:34 


